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SETTLERS AT HOME. 



CHAPTER I. 



Two hundred years ago, the Isle of Axholme was one 
of the most remarkable places in England. It is not 
an islafli in the sea. It '" : part of Lincolnshire — a 
piece of land hilly in the middle, and surrounded by # 
rivers. The Trent runs on the east side of it ; and 
some smaller rivers formerly flowed round the rest of 
it, joining the Humber to the north. These rivers 
carried down a great deal of mud with them to the 
Humber, and the tides of the Humber washed up a 
great deal of sea-sand into the mouths of the rivers ; 
so that the waters could not for some time flow freely, 
and were at last prevented from flowing away at all : 
they sank into the ground, and made a swamp of it — 
a swamp of many miles round the hilly part of the 
Isle of Axholme. 

This swamp was long a very dismal place. Fish 
aud water-birds, and rats inhabited it : and here and 
there stood the hut of a fowler ; or a peat-stack raised 
by the people who lived on the hills round, and who 
obtained their fuel from the peat-lands in the swamp. 
There were also, sprinkled over the district, a few veiy 
small houses — cells belonging to ^e> X^d^^"^ c^Jl ^H., 
Mary, at York. To these ceWa ^omci ol ^^ ^^\i»a. 
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from St. Mary's had been fond of retiring, in old 
times, for meditation and prayer, and doing good in 
the district round; but when the soil became so 
swampy as to give them the ague, as often as they paid 
a visit to these oells, the monks left off their practice 
of retiring hither ; and their little dwellings stood 
empty, to be gradually overgrown with green moss and 
lank weeds, which no hand cleared away. 

At last a Dutchman, having seen what wonders 
were don© in his own country by good draining, 
thought he could render this district fit to be inha- 
bited and cultivated : and he made a bargain with the 
king about it. After spending much mofl^, and 

# taking great pains, he succeeded. He drew the waters 
off into new channels, and kept them there by sluices, 
and by carefully watching the embankments he had 
raised. The land which was left dry was manured 
and cultivated, till, instead of a reedy and mossy 
swamp, there were fields of clover and of corn, and 
meadows of the finest grass, with cattle and sheep 
grazing in large numbers. The dwellings that were 
still standing were made into farm-houses, and new 
farm-houses were built. A church here, and a chapel 
there was cleaned, and warmed, and x»ainted, and 
opened for worship ; and good roads crossed the dis- 
trict into all the counties near. 

Instead of being pleased with this change, the people 
of the country were angry and discontented. Those 
who lived near had been long accustomed to fishing 
and fowling in the swamp, without paying any rent, 
or having to ask anybody's leave. They had no mind 
now to settle to the regular toUsome bxxaineBa o£ f^aria- 

lag-^ — und to he under a landlord, to \f\ioiEL \^ie^ mx^sX. 
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pay rent. Probably, too, they knew nothing: about 
Arming, and would have £Eiiled in it if they had tried. 
Thxia fiup they were not to be blamed. But nothing 
can exceed the malignity with which they treated the 
tMiants who did settle in the isle, and the spiteful 
spirit which they showed towards them, on every 
occasion. 

These tenants were chiefly foreigners. There was a 
dyil war in England at that time : and the Yorkshire 
and Lincolnshire people were so much engaged in fight- 
ing for King Charles or for the Parliament, that fewer 
persons were at liberty to undertake new ferms than 
there vould have been in a time of peace. When the 
Dutchman and his companions found that the English 
were not disposed to occupy the Jjevels (as the drained 
lands were called), they encouraged some of their own 
countrymen to come over. With them arrived some 
few Frenchmen, who had been driven from France 
into Holland, on accoiint of their being Protestants. 
From first to last, there were about two hundred fami- 
lies, Dutch and French, settled in the Levels. Some 
were collected into a village, and had a chapel opened, 
where a pastor of their own performed service for 
them. Others were scattered over the district, living 
just where tlieir occupations required them to settle. ^ 

All these foreigners were subject to bad treatment 
from their neighbours; but the stragglers were the 
worst off; because it was easiest to tease and injure 
those who lived alone. The disappointed fishers and 
fowlers gave other reasons for their own conduct, be- 
sides that of being nearly deprived of their fishing and 
fowUng, These reasons were all \>«i.6i, «•& x^»a«\i& fet 
hating always are. One excuse 'wa'a ^3aaX» >2w^\sl^^ ^sr^- 
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tiers were foreigners : — as if those who were far from 
their own land did not need particular hospitality and 
kindness. Another plea was that they were con- 
nected with the king, by being settled on the lands 
which he had bargained to have drained : so that all 
who sided with the parliament ought to injure the new 
tenants, in order to annoy the king. If the settlers 
had tried to serve the king by injuring his enemies, 
this last reason might have passed in a time of war. 
But it was not so. It is probable that the foreigners 
did not understand the quarrel. At any rate, they 
took no part in it. All they desired was to be left in 
peace, to cultivate the lands they paid rent fo|^ But, 
instead of peace, they had little but persecution. 

One of these settlers, Mr. Linacre, was not himself 
a farmer. He supplied the &irmers of the district with 
a manure of a particular kind, which suited some of 
the richest soils they cultivated. He found, in the 
red soil of the isle, a large mass of that white earth, 
called gypsum, which, when wetted and burnt, makes 
plaster of Paris ; and which, when ground, makes a 
fine manure for some soils, as the careful Dutchmen 
well knew. Mr. Linacre set up a windmill on a little 
eminence which rose out of the Level, just high 
enough to catch the wind ; and there he ground the 
gypsum which he dug from the neighbouring patch or 
quarry. He had to build some out-houses, but not a 
dwelling-house ; for, near his mill, with just space 
enough for a good garden between, was one of the 
largest of the old cells of the monks of St. Mary's, so 
well built of stone, and so comfortably arranged, that 
Mr, Linacre had Jitfcle to do but to have it cleaned and 
^ornJsJied, and the windows and dooxamsySLft xve^, \»o 
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£t it for the residence of his wife and children, and a 
servant. 

This building was round, and had three rooms be- 
low, and three over them. A staircase of stone was 
in the very middle, winding roimd, like a corkscrew, 
— leading to the upper rooms, and out upon the roof, 
from which there was a beautiful view,^-quite as far 
as the Humber to the north-east, and to the circle of 
liills on every other side. Each of the rooms below 
had a door to the open air, and another to the stair- 
case , — very unlike modem houses, and not so fit as 
they to keep out wind and cold. But for this, the 
dwelling would have been very warm, for the walls 
were of thick stone ; and the fire-places were so large, 
that it seemed as if the monks had been fond of good 
fires. Two of these lower rooms opened into the gar- 
den ; and the third, the kitchen, into the yard ; — so 
that the maid, Ailwin, had not far to go, to milk the 
cow and feed the poultry. 

Mrs. Linacre was as neat in the management of her 
house as people from Holland usually are ; and she did 
not like that the sitting-room, where her husband had 
his meals, and spent his evenings, should be littered 
by the children, or used at all by them during her 
absence at her daily occupation, in the summer. So 
she let them use the third room for their employments 
and their play. Her occupation, every summer's day, 
was serving out the waters from a mineral spring, a 
good deal frequented by sick people, three miles from 
her house, on the way to Gainsborough. She set off, 
after an early breakfast, in the cool of the morning, 
and generally arrived at the hill-aide Nffhate the a^rixi^ 
was, and had unJocked her little a\ie^^«a^\ak<s^^^2^ 
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her glasses, and rinsed them, before any travellers 
passed. It was rarely indeed that a sick person had 
to wait a minute for her appearance. There she sat, 
in her shed when it rained, and under a tree when it 
was fine, sewing or knitting very diligently when no 
customers appeared, and now and then casting a 
glance over the Levels to the spot where her husband's 
miU rose in the midst of the green fields, and where 
she almost fancied sometimes that she could see the 
children sitting on the mill-steps, or working in the 
garden. When customers appeared, she was always 
ready in a moment to serve them; and her smile 
cheered those who were sick, and pleased those who 
came merely from curiosity. She slipped the half- 
pence she received into a pocket beneath her apron ; 
and sometimes the pocket was such a heavy one to 
carry three miles home, that she just stepped aside to 
the village shop at Haxey, or into a fiirm-house where 
the people would be going to market next day, to get 
her copper exchanged for silver. Since the times had 
become so troubled as they were now, however, she 
had avoided showing her money anywhere on the 
road. Her husband's advice was that she should give 
up attending the spring altogether ; but she gained so 
much money by it, and it was so likely that somebody 
would step into her place there as soon as she gave it 
up, so that she would not be able to regain her ofiice 
when quieter times should come, that she entreated 
him to allow her to go on while she had no fears. Shc^ 
took the heavy gold ear-rings out of her ears, wore a 
plainer cap, and left her large silver watch at home ; 
so that she looked like a poor woman whom no needy 
soldier or bold thief would think ol ToVSbm^. "^^ 



THE SETTLEBS AT HOME. 11 

guesaed by the sun what was the right time for lock- 
ing up her glasses, and going home ; and she commonly 
met her husband, coming to fetch her, before she had 
got half way. 

The three children were sure to be perched on the 
top of the quarry bank, or on the mill-steps, or out on 
the roof of the house, at the top of the winding stair- 
casa Little George himself, though only two yeai'S 
old, knew the very moment when he should shout and 
clap his hands, to make his mother wave her handker- 
chief from the turn of the road. Oliver and Mildred 
did not exactly feel that the days were too long while 
their mother was away, for they had plenty to do ; 
but they felt that the best part of the day was the hour 
between her return and their going to bed : and, un- 
like people generally, they liked winter better than 
summer, because at that season their mother never left 
them, except to go to the shop, or the market at 
Haxey. 

Though Oliver was only eleven, and Mildred nine, 
they were not too young to have a great deal to do. 
Oliver was really useful as a gardener ; and many a 
good dish of vegetables of his growing came to table 
in the course of the year. Mildred had to take care 
of the child almost all day ; she often prepared the 
cabbage, and cut the bacon for Ailwin to broil. She 
could also do what Ailwin could not, — she could sew a 
little; and now and then there was an apron or a 
handkerchief ready to be shown when Mrs. Linacre 
came home in the evening. If she met with any diffi- 
culty in her job, the maid could not help her, but her 
£^her sometimes could; and it VJ«ia Ci\rc\ssvia» ^^ %Rfo 
Mildred mounting the mill wlieii a\L^ n?^^ ^\» ^ss>s V>Ra., 
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and her hiher wiping the white plaster off his hands, 
and taking the needle or the scissors in his great 
fin&cers, rather than that his little sdrl should not be 
able to surprise her mother with a finished piece of 
work. Then, both Oliver and Mildred had to learn 
their catechism, to say to Pastor Dendel on Sunday ; 
and always a copy or an exercise on hand, to be ready 
to show him when he should call; and some book to 
:finish that he had lent them to read, and that others 
of his flock would be ready for when they had done. 

Besides all this, there was an occupation which both 
boy and girl thought more of than of all others toge- 
ther. Among the loads of gypsum that came to the 
mill, there were often pieces of the best kind, — lumps 
of real, flne alabaster. Alabaster is so soft as to be 
easily worked. Even a finger-nail will make a mark 
upon it. Everybody knows how beautiful vases and 
little statues, well wrought in alabaster, look on a 
mantel-piece, or a drawing-room table. Oliver had 
seen such in France, where they are very common : 
and his father had carried one or two ornaments of 
this kind into Holland, when he had to leave France. 
It was a great delight for Oliver to find, on settling in 
Axholme, that he could have as miich alabaster as he 
pleased, if he could only work it. With a little help 
from Pastor Dendel and his father, he soon learned to 
do so ; and of all his employments, he liked this the 
best. Pastor Dendel brought him a few bowls and 
cups of pretty shapes and difierent sizes, made of 
common wood by a turner, who was one of his flock ; 
and Oliver first copied these in clay, and then in 
Alabaster, By degrees he learned to vary his pat- 
^rzi9, and at last to make his clay models Itotcl iasiGvosi 
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of bis own, — some turning out failures, and others 
prettier tlian any of his wooden cups. These last he 
proceeded to carve out of alabaster. 

Mildred could not help watching him while he was 
about his fevourite work, though it was difficult to 
keep little Greorge from tossing the alabaster about, 
and stamping on the best pieces, or sucking them. He 
would sometimes give his sister a few minutes' peace 
and quiet by rolling the wooden bowls the whole 
length of the room, and running after them : and 
there was also an hour, in the middle of the day, when 
he went to sleep in his large Dutch cradle. At those 
times Mildred would consult with her brother about 
his work ; or sew and watch him by turns ; or read 
one of the pastor's little books, stopping occasionally 
to wonder whether Oliver could attend at once to his 
carving, and to what she was reading. When she 
saw that he was spoiling any part, or that his hand 
was shaking, she would ask whether he had not 
been at work long enough ; and then they would 
run out to the garden or the quarry, or to jump 
G^rge (if he was awake again) from the second mill- 
step. 

One fine month of August, not a breath of wind 
had been blowing for a week or two, so that the mill- 
sails had not made a single turn ; not a load of 
gypsum had been brought during the time, and Oliver 
was quite out of alabaster ; though, as it happened, 
he much wanted a good supply, for a particular reason. 
Every morning he brought out his tools ; and every 
morning the sky was so clear, the corn-fields so still — 
the very trees so silent, that he wondered whether 
there Lad ever been so calm a montti oi J^^^\»\k^'^^'t'^* 



14 THE SETTLEBS AT HOMEL 

His &,ther and he employed their time upon the 
garden, while they had so good an opportunity. Be- 
fore it was all put in order, and the entire stock of 
autumn cabbages set, there came a breezy day ; and 
the children were left to finish the cabbage patch by 
themselves. While they were at work, it made them 
merry to hear the mill-sails whirring through the 
air, and to see, at intervals, the trees above the quarry 
bowing their heads, and the reeds waving in the 
swamp, and the water of the meadow-ponds dimpling 
and rippling, as the wind swept over the Levels. Oliver 
soon heard something that he liked better still — the 
creak of the truck that brought the gypsum from the 
quarry, and the crack of the driver's whip. 

He threw down the dibble with which he was plant- 
ing out his cabbages — tripped over the line he had 
set to direct his drilling, tumbled on his £ace, 
scrambled up again, and ran, rubbing the dirt from 
his knees as he went, to look out some alabaster from 
the load. 

Mildred was not long after him, though he called 
to her that she had better stay and finish the cab* 
bages, and though little George, immediately on 
feeling himself at liberty, threw himself upon the fresh 
mould of the cabbage bed, and amused himself with 
pulling up, and flinging right and left, the plants that 
had just been set. How could Mildred attend to this, 
when she was sure she was wanted to turn over the 
g3^p6um, and see what she could find? So Master 
George went on with his pranks, till Ailwin, by acci- 
dent, saw him from the yard, ran and snatched him 
up, jSuug him over her shoulder, and carried him away 
screaming, till, to pacify him, she set \mn do^ni whotl^ 
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tke poultry, which he presently found more amusing 
than young cabbage plants. 

"Now we shall have a set of new cups for the 
spring, presently," said Oliver, as he measured lump 
after lump with his little foot-rule. 

" Cups for the waters !" exclaimed his father. " So 
that is the reason of this prodigious hurry, is it, my 
boy ? You think tin cups not good enough for your 
mother, or for her customers, or for the waters. Which 
of them do you think ought to be ashamed of tin 
cupsT 

" The water, most of alL Instead of sparkling in a 
clear bright glass, it looks as nasty as it tastes in a 
thing that is more brown and rusty every time it is 
dipped. I will give the folk a pair of cups that shall 
tempt them to drink — a pair of cups as white as 
milk." 

" They will not long remain white : and those who 
broke the glasses will be the more bent upon spoiling 
your cups, the more pains you spend upon them." 

"I hope the Redfums will not happen to hear 
of them. We need not blabj and the folk who 
drink the waters go their way, as soon as they have 
done." 

" Whether the Redfums be here or there, my boy, 
there is no want of prying eyes to see all that the poor 
foreigners do. Your mother is watched, it is my be- 
lief, every time she dips her cup ; and I in the mill^ 
and you in the garden. There is no hope of keeping 
anything from our enemies." 

Seeing Oliver look about him imeasily, Mr. linacre 
reproached himself for havii^ said anyt^hin^ tA ^lasm. 
his timid hoy : so he added wliab "iift \i\ma^ ^k^«|^ 
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found the most comforting thought, when he felt dis- 
turbed at living among unkind neighbours. 

" Let them watch us, Oliver. We do nothing that 
we need be ashamed of. The whole world is welcome 
to know how we live, — all we do, from year's end to 
year's end." 

"Yes, if they would let us alone, father. But it is 
so hard to have our things broken and spoiled T 

" So it is ; and to know what ill-natured talk is 
going on about us. But we must let them take their 
own way, and bear it as well as we can ; for there is 
no help for it." 

"I wish I were a justice !" cried Mildred. " How I 
would punish them, every one !" 

" Then I wish you were a justice, my dear ; for we 
cannot get anybody punished as it is." 

"Mildred," said Oliver, "I wish you would finish 
the cabbages. You know they must be done ; and I 
am very busy." 

" Oh, Oliver ! I am such a little thing to plant a 
whole cabbage bed. You will be able to come by and 
by ; I want to help you." 

" You cannot help me, dear : and you know how to 
do the cabbages as well as anybody. You really can- 
not help me." 

" Well, I want to see you, then." 

" There is nothing to see yet. You will have done, if 
you make haste, before I begin to cut. Do, dear !" 

« Well, I will," replied Mildred, cheerfully. Her 
father caught her up, and gave her one good jump down 
the whole flight of steps, then bidding her work away 
before the plants were all withered and dead. 
Site 'did work away, till she was ao "VioX. «.tjA \»\i^ 
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that she had to stop and rest. There were still two 
rows to plant ; and she thought she should never get 
through them^ — or, at any rate, not before Oliver had 
proceeded a great way with his carving. She was 
going to cry ; but she remembered how that would vex 
Oliver : so she restrained herself, and ran to ask Ailwin 
whether she could come and help. Ailwin always 
did what everybody asked her; so she gave over 
sorting feathers, and lefb them all about, while she 
went down the garden. 

Mildred knew she must take little George away, or 
he would be making confusion among the feathers that 
had been sorted. She invited him to go with her, and 
peep over the hedge at the geese in the marsh ; and 
the little fellow took her fore-finger, and trotted away 
with his sister to the hedge. 

There were plenty of water-fowl in the marsh ; and 
there was something else which Mildred did not seem 
to Hke. While George was quack-quacking, and making 
himself as like a little goose as he could, Mildred 
softly called to Ailwin, and beckoned her to the hedge* 
Ailwin came, swinging the great spade in her right 
hand, as easily as Mildred could flourish George's whi{v> 

" Look, — ^look there ! — ^under that bank, by the 
dyke T said Mildred, as softly as if she had been afraid 
of being heard at a yard's distance. 

" Eh ! look — ^if it be not the gipsies 1" cried Ailwinj 
almost as loud as if she had been talking across the 
marsh. " Eh, dear ! we have got the gipsies upon us 
now ; and what will become of my poultry ? Yon is 
a gipsy tent, sure ; and we must tell the master and 
mistress, and keep an eye on the poultry. Sure, yon 
£s a gipsy tent " 
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( Little George^ thinking that everybody wafi verj 

much frightened, began to roar; and that made Ailwin 

talk louder still, to comfort him ; so that nothing that 

Mildred said was heard. At last, she pulled Ailwin's 

apron, so that the tall woman stooped down, to aak 

what she wanted. 

^^ I do not think it is the gipsies," said she. " I am 

afraid it is worse than jbhat. I am afraid it is the Bed- 

{urns. This is just the way they settle themselves — ^in just 

that sort of tent — ^when they come to fowl, all autumn." 

« If I catch that Eoger," said Ailwin, « Til '' 

And she clenched her hand, as if she meant to do ter- 
rible things, if she caught Boger. 

^' I will go and call father, shall I f ' said Mildred, her 
teeth chattering, as she stood in the hot sun. 

She was turning to go up the garden, when a laugh 
from Creorge made her look back again. She saw a 
head covered with an otter-ekin cap, — ^the face looking 
very cross and threatening; peeping over the hedge, — 
which was so high above the marsh, that the person 
must have climbed the bank on purpose to look into 
the garden. There was no mistaking the &.ce. It was 
certainly Boger Bedfum — the plague of the settlers, 
who, with his \mcle, Stephen Bedfiim, was al^vrays 
doiQg all the mischief he could to everybody who had, 
as he said, trespassed on the marshes. Nobody liked 
Xo see the Bedfrims sitting down in the neighbourhood ; 
and still less, skulking about the premises. Mildred 
flew towards the mill; while Ailwin, who never 
stopped to consider what was wise, and might not, 
perhaps, have hit upon wisdom if she had, took up a 
stone, and told Boger he had better be gone, for that 
AeAad no Menda here, Bogex Beemed. V> \ka,N^ yoafc 
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come firom some orchard ; for lie pulled a hard apple 
ont of his pockety aimed it at Ailwin's head, and struck 
hat such a blow on the nose as made her eyes water. 
While she was wiping her ejes with her apron, and 
trying to see again, Boger coaxed the child to bring 
liim his apple again, and disappeared. 

When Mildred reached the mill, she found Pastor 
Dendel there, talking with her father about sending 
some manure to his land. The pastor was so busy, 
that he only gave her a nod ; and she had therefore 
time to recover herself, instead of frightening every- 
body with her looks and her news at once. Oliver 
could not stay in the house while the pastor was at 
the mill : so he stood behind him, chipping away at 
the rough part of his work. Mildred whispered to 
him that the Bedfiims were dose at hand. She saw 
Oliver turn very red, though he told her not to be 
fii^tened. Perhaps the pastor perceived this too, 
when he turned round, for he said — 

^ What 18 the matter, children ) Mildred, what have 
yon been doing, that you are so out of breath 1 Have 
you. been running all the way from Lincoln spire T 

" No, sir ; not running, — but——" 

^ The Bedfiims are come, sir,'' cried Oliver. ^ Father, 
the Bedfums are come." 

^ Boger has been peeping over the hedge into the 
garden," cried Mildred, sinking into tears. 

The miller looked gr&ve, and said here was an end 
of all peace, for some time to come. 

^'Are you all at the mercy of a boy like Boger 
Bedfom," asked the pastor, ^' so that you look as if a 
plagae had oome with this fresh breeze V* 

'^Andbia uacl% sir." 
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" And his aunt," added Mildred. 

" You know what Stephen Redfum is, sir,'* observed 
Mr. Linacre. "Roger beats even him for niischie£ 
And we are at their mercy, sir. There is not a magis- 
trate, as you know, that will hear a complaint from 
one of us against the country people. We get nothing 
but trouble, aad expense, and ridicule, by making com- 
plaiats. We know this beforehand ; for the triumph 
is always on the other side." 

" It is hard," said the pastor : " but still, — ^here is 
only a man, a woman, and a boy. Cannot you defend 
yourselves against them )" 

^^No, sir; because they are not an honourable 
enemy," replied Mr. Linacre. "If Stephen would 
fight it out with me on even ground, we would see who 
would beat : and I dare say my boy there, though 
none of the roughest, would stand up against Roger. 
But such fair trials do not suit them, sir. People who 
creep through drains, to do us mischief, and hide in the 
reeds when we are up and awake, and come in among 
us only when we are asleep, are a foe that may easily 
ruin any honest man, who cannot get protection from 
the law. They houghed my cow, two years ego, sir." 

"And they mixed all mother's feathers, for the 
whole year," exclaimed Mildred. 

" And they blinded my dog^" cried Oliver ; — " put 
out its eyes." 

" Oh 1 what will they do next T said Mildred, look- 
ing up through her tears at the pastor. 

" Worse things than even these have been done to 
some of the people in my village," replied the pastor : 
"and tha^ have been borne, Mildred, without tears." 
Mildred made haste to wipe "her eyea* 
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"And what do you think, my dears, of the life our 
Protestant brethren are leading now, in some parts of 
the world T 

" Father came away from France because he was ill- 
used for being a Protestant," said Oliver. 

" The pastor knows all about that, my boy," observed 
Mr. Linacre. 

" Yes, I do," said the pastor. " I know that you 
suffered worse things there than here ; and I know 
that things worse than either are at present endured 
by our brethren in Piedmont. You have a warm 
house over your heads ; and you live in simshine and 
plenty. They are driven from their villages, with fire 
and sword — forced to shelter among the snow-drifts, 
and pent up in caves till they rush out starving, to im- 
plore mercy of their scoffing persecutors. Could you 
bear this, children ]" 

"They suffer these things for theii* religion," ob- 
served Oliver. " They feel that they are martyrs." 

" Do you think there is comfort in that thought, — 
in the pride of martyrdom, — to the son who sees his 
aged parents perish by the wayside, — ^to the mother 
whose infant is dashed against the rock before her 
eyes?" 

" How do they bear it all, then 1" 

** They keep one another in mind that it is God's 
will, my dears ; and that obedient children can, if they 
try, bear all that God sees fit to lay upon them. So 
they praise His name with a strong heart, though their 
voices be weak. Morning and night, those moimtains 
echo with hymns ; though death, in one form or 
Anoiiher, is about the sufferers on every «de." 

"^Mjr dear,** sazd Mr. Linacre, " \et\)ia TftsJKJ&iia \si^^'2^ 
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complaints about the Redfoms. I am ashamed^ when 
I think of our brethren abroad, that we ever let Ste« 
phen and Roger put us up to anger. You will see no 
more tears here, sir, I hope." 

''Mildred will not quite promise that," said the 
pastor, smiling kindly on the little girl. " Make no 
promises, my dear, that a little girl like you may be 
tempted to break. Only try to forgive all people who 
tease and injure you; and remember that nothing 
more ever happens than God permits,— -though He 
does not yet see fit to let us know why." 

^ I would only just ask this, sir," said Mr. Linacre. 
» Is there anything going forward just now which par- 
ticularly encourages our enemies to attack us ?" 

'' The Parliament haye a committee sitting at Lin- 
coln, at present ; and the king's cause seems to be low 
in these parts. We are thus at the mercy of such as 
cboose to consider us king's men: but there is a 
higher and truer mercy always about us." 

The miller took off his hat in token of respect. 

The pastor's eye had been upon Oliver for some 
time. He now asked whether he meant to make his 
new cups plain, like all the rest, or to try to ornament 
them. Mildred assured him that Oliver had carved a 
beading round the two last bowls that he had cut. 

<< I think you might attempt something &r prettier 
than beading," said the pastor ; " particularly with so 
many patterns before your eyes to work by." 

He was looking up at the little recess above the door 
•f the house, near which they were standing. This 
Tecess, ui which there had formerly been an image, 
was surrounded with carved stone-work, 
^Teee some foliage there which, would. «nKw«c 7o^^t 
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paqpose, Oliver^ if you could make a model from it 
Let U8 look oloBer." 

And Pastor Dendel fixed a short ladder against the 
house wall, and went up, with Oliver before him. 
They were so busy selecting the figures that Oliver 
thought he could copy, and drawing them upon paper, 
and then setting about modelling them in ^lay, that 
the Redfums did not prevent thoir being happy for 
this day, at least Mr. Lioacre, too, was hard at work 
all day, grinding, that the pastor's manure might be 
served to-morrow ; and he found hard work as good 
ibr an anxious mind as those who have tried generally 
find it to be. 



CHAPTER 11. 

KEIGHBOUBIiY OFFIOE& 

When Mrs. Linacre was told in the evening of the 
arrival of the disagreeable neighbours who were in the 
marsh, she was sorry; but when she had gone round the 
premises with her husband at night, and found all safe, 
and no tokens of any intrusion, she was disposed to hope 
that the Redfums would, this time, keep to their fish- 
ing and fowling, and make no disturbance. Olivel: 
and Mildred ctept down to the garden hedge at sun- 
rise, and peeped through it, so as to see all that was 
doing in the carr, as the marsh was called.* Affcer 
watching some time, they saw Stephen and Roger 
creep out from under the low brown tent. As the 
almost level sun shone full in their faces, they rubbed 

*ln tbsApmrtof the ocmntry, a out m<iKDi^%iVL^TUfl^% 
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their eyes ; then they stretched and yawned, and 
seemed to be trying hard to wake themselves tho- 
roughly. 

" They have been sound asleep, however," observed 
Oliver to his sister ; '^and it is still so early, that I do 
not believe they have been abroad about mischief in the 
night. They would not have been awake yet if they 
had." 

" Look ! there is a woman !" exclaimed Mildred. 
^ Is that Nan V 

" Yes ; that is Nan Bedfiim, — Stephen's wife. That 
is their great net that she has over her arm. They are 
going to draw the oval pond, I think. We can watch 
their sport nicely here. They cannot see an inch 
of us." 

" But we do not like that they should watch us," 
said Mildred^ drawing back. " We should not like to 
know that they were peeping at us from behind a 
hedge." 

" We should not mind it if we were not afraid of 
them," replied Oliver. " It is because they plot mis- 
chief that we cannot bear their prying. We are not 
going to do them any mischief you know ; and they 
cannot mean to make any secret of what they are 
doing in the middle of the carr, with high ground all 
about it." 

Satisfied by this, Mildred crouched down, with her 
arm about her brother's neck, and saw the great net 
cast, and the pond almost emptied of its fish, — some 
few being kept for food, and the small fiy— especially 
of the stickleback — being thrown into heaps, to be 
sold for manure. 
' ^^WiU they come this way when, \ikiey "hove ^oxi^ 
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drawing the pond V aaked Mildred, in some fear, as 
ihe saw them moving about. 

^ I think they will sweep the shallow waters, there 
to the left, for more stickleback/* replied Oliver. 
^* They will make up a load, to sell before the heat of 
the day, before they set about anything else.*' 

Oliver was right. All the three repaired to the 
shallow water, and stood among the reeds, so as to be 
half hidden. The children could see, however, that 
when little George came down the garden, shouting to 
them to come to break&st, the strangers took hoed to 
the child. They turned their heads for a moment 
towards the garden, and then spoke together and 
laughed. 

" There, now T' cried Oliver, vexed : •' that is all 
because we forgot to go to breakfast So much for 
my not having a watch 1 Mother need not liave 
sent George to make such a noise ; but, if I had had a 
watch, he would not have come at all; and these' 
people would not have been put in mind of us.*' 

*' You will soon be able to have a watch now, like 
the boys in Holland,** said Mildred. '' Your alabaster 
things will change away for a watch ; will not they 1 
But we might not have remembered breakfast, if you 
had had a watch.** 

'' We are forgetting it now/* said Oliver, catching 
up George, and running to the house, followed by Mil- 
dred, who could not help feeling as if Roger was at 
her heels. 

They were surpriHod to find how late it was. Their 
father was already gone with Pastor Denders load of 
manure. Their mother only waited to kien theuL 
before she went, and to tell iYicia ^liaa^* HJtvsa SsBiSaHi 
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meazLt to be back as soon as he could; and tbaiv 
meantime, neigbbour Gool had promised to keep an 
eye on the milL If anything happened to frighten 
ihem, Oliver or Ailwin had 021I7 to set the mill- 
sails agoing, and neighbour €rOol and his men would 
be with them presentiy. She did not think, however, 
that anjrthing would happen in the little time that 
their &ther would be away. 

" I will tell yon what we will do T cried Oliver, 
starting froni his chair, after he had been eating his 
bread and milk, in silence, for some time after his 
mother's departure. *' Let us dress up a figure to look 
like father, and set him at the mill-window ; so that 
those Bedfiims shall not find out that he is away. 
Wont that be good T 

" Put him on the millnsteps. They may not look 
up at the window." 

^' The miU-steps^ then. Where is father's old hat ? 
Put it on the broom there, and see how it looks. Bun 
up to the mill, deai^ and bring Uis jacket— €uid his 
apron," he shouted as his sister ran. 

Mildred brought both, and they dressed up the 
broom. 

^' That will never do," said Mildred. ''Look how 
the sleeves hang ; and how he holds his head ! It is 
not a bit like a man.'* 

" 'Tis a good scarecrow," declared Ailwin. ^' I have 
seen many a worse scaz^crow than that." 

'^ But this is to scare the Bedfums, and they are far 
wiser than crows," said Mildred. '^ Look how George 
pulls at the apron, and tugs at the broomstick behind i 
J;^ does not scare even him." 
^^It wiU look very dififerent on tiift Bfeeijja— m >3kiftr 
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(qpen air," Oliver declared ''A bunch or two of 
itraw in the aleeyes, and under the jacket, will maka 
it seem all aliTe." 

And he carried it out, and tied it upon the mill- 
Btepe. It was no easy matter to fasten it so as to 
make it look at all like a man naturally mounting 
stairs. The more difficult it was, however, the more 
^ they all became interested in the business. Mildred 
brought straw, and Ailwin tied a knot here, and 
another knot there, while Oliver cocked the hat in 
various directions upon the head, till they all forgot 
what they were dressing up the figure for. The rea- 
son popped into Ailwin's head again, when she had 
succeeded in raising the right arm to the rail, in a 
very life-lj^e manner. 

" There T' said she, stepping backwards to view her 
work, '' that makes a very good master for me. I will 
obey him in everything he bids me till master comes 
home.'* 

At the same moment, she walked backwards against 
something, and little George dung screaming to Mil- 
dred's knees. * Boger had spread his arms for Ailwin 
to walk back into ; and Stephen was behind, leaning 
against the cowshed. They had been watching all that 
the party had been doing, and, having overheacd 
every word, had found out the reason. 

The children saw at once how very foolish they had 
been ; and the thought confused them so much, that 
they did not know what to do next. Poor AilwiUi 
who could never leam wisdom, more or less, now 
made matters worse by all she said and did. Stout 
and strong as she was, she could do nothings for Roger 
iad taken the hint she had gjlveii. \3ij "viSKai%\»^* 
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wardSy with her arms crossed behind her : he had 
pinioned her. She cried out to Oliver to run up, and 
set the mill-sails agoing, to bring neighbour Gool. 
Stephen took this second hint. He quietly swung 
Oliver off tl\e steps, sent down his scarecrow after him, 
and himself took his seat on the threshold of the 
mill. There he sat, laughing to see how Ailwin 
wearied herself with struggles, while Boger, by merely 
hanging on her arms, prevented her getting free. 
When, however, Oliver flew at the boy, and struck 
him some fierce blows, Stephen came down, drove th^ 
little girl and the baby into the house, and locked 
them in, and then went to help Boger with his strong 
arm. 

It was clear to Mildred what she ought to do. 
Crying as she was, she put George in a corner^ with 
some playthings, to keep him from the fire till she 
came to him again, and then mounted the stairs, as 
quickly as her trembling limbs would let her, — ^first 
to her mother's room, and then out upon the roof.^ She 
tied a large red handkerchief of her mother's upopi her 
father's Sunday walking-stick, and then waved it, as 
high as she could hold it, above her head, while she 
considered how she could fasten it ; for it would never 
do to leave George alone below for many minutes. 
Perhaps neighbour Gool had seen it already, and would 
soon be here with his men. But, lest he should not, 
she must fix her flag, and trust to Stephen and Boger 
not thinking of looking up to the roof from the yard 
below. At last, after many attempts, she thrust the 
stick into a crevice of the roof, and fixed it with heavy 
thiDga round, it, — shaving run down three or four times, 
^ see that George was safe. 
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There was indeed no time to be lost, for the intru- 
ders below were doing all the mischief they could think 
ci, short of robbing and burning the premises. The 
great tall man, Stephen, strolling about the lower 
rooms, found Mrs. Linacre's knitting, and pulled out 
the needles, and unravelled the work. Roger spied a 
heap of bulbs on the comer of a high shelf. They 
were Mr. Linaere*s rare and valuable tulip-roots, 
brought from Holland. Koger cut one of them open, 
to see what it looked like, and then threw the whole 
lot into the boiler, now steaming over the fire, saying 
the &mily should have a dish the more at dinner to- 
day. They got hold of Oliver's tools, and the cup ho 
was at work upon. Stephen raised his arm, about to 
dash the cup to the ground, when Oliver sprang for- 
ward, and said — 

" You shall have it, — ^you shall have my cup ; — you 
don*t know what a beauty it will be, when it is done. 
Only let me finish it, and you shall have it in exchange 
for the stickleback you caught this morhing. The 
stickleback will do to manure our garden ; and Z 
am sure you will like the cup, if you will only let 
me finish it." 

'^ Manure your garden, indeed T* cried Stephen, 
gruffly. "I'll cut up your garden to shreds first. 
What business has your garden in our carr? You and 
your great landlord will find what it is to set yotir 
outlandish plants growing where our geese ought to 
be grazing. We'll show you that we don't want any 
foreigners here ; and if you don't like our usage, you 
Duty go home again; and nobody will cry for you 
hack."* 

^We pay for our garden and o\xt mW\I^ m\QJ^«C' 
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" We wrong nobody, and we work for our Hving, and 
you are a very cruel man.'* 

'' You pay the king : and the parliament does not 
choose that the king should have any more money to 
spend against them. Mind you that, boy ! And ^ 

" I am sure I don't know anything about the king 
and the parliament, or any such quarrels," said Oliver. 
'^It is very hard to punish us for them, it is very 
cruel." 

''You shall have reason to call me cruel twenty 
times over, if you don't get away out of our carr," said 
Stephen. '' Manure your garden, indeed I Not 1 1 
A^d you shall not manure another yard in these 
Levels. Come here, Roger." 

They went out again into the yard, and Oliver, now 
quite overcome, laid down his head on his arms, and 
cried bitterly. 

*' Here's your cup, however," said Ail win, now r^ 
leased by Boger's being employed elsewhere. '* This 
bit of plaster is the only thing they have laid hands on 
that they have not ruined." 

OHver started up, and hid his work and took in a 
1)undle of straw, in the comer of the kitchen. 

" What Mildred will say, I don't know," said Ail- 
win. '^ That boy has wrung the neck of her white 
hen." 

Oliver was desperate on hearing this. He ran out 
to see whether he could not, by any m:eans, get into 
the null, to set the sails agoing : but there were Ste- 
phen and Boger, carrying water, which they threw 
over all the gypsum that was ground, — ^floating away 
Bs much aa they could of it, and utterly spoiling the 
-na^^ ^ turning it into a plaster. 
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^'Did you ever see the like )'* cried Ailwin. " And 
ihere is nothing master is so particular elhout as keep- 
ing that stuff dry. See the woman, tool How Pd 
like to tug the hair off her head! She looks badlyi 
poor creature^ too." 

Stephen's wife had, indeed, come up to enjoy the 
sport, when she found that no man was on the pre- 
mises, and that there was no danger. There she stood^ 
leaning against a post of the mill, her black, untidy 
hair hanging about her pale, hollow cheeks, and her 
lean arms crossed upon her bosom. 

<^ There were such ague-struck folk to be seen at 
every turn,'* said Ailwin, " before the foreigners came 
to live in the carr. I suppose they brought some heal- 
ing with them ; for one does not often see now such a 
poor creature as that She might be ashamed of 
hersd^T-that woman; she laughs all her poor sides 
can, at every pailful Boger pours out. — Eh I but 
die's not laughing now 1 Eh I what's the matter 
nowr 

The matter was that neighbour Gool was in sight, 
wilih three or four men. A cheer was heard from 
them while they were still some way off Oliver ran 
out and cheered, waving his hat over his head. Ailwin 
cheered, waving a towel out of the window. Mildred 
cheered from the roof, waving her red flag ; and George 
stood in the doorway, shouting and clapping his little 
hands. 

If the object was to catch the trespassers, all this 
cheering took place a little too soon. Stephen and 
Aoger were off, like their own wild ducks, — over the 
garden hedge, and out of sight. Neighbour Gool 
dedared thait if they were onoe £aaxVj «sxkOl^^^C&fo^c%^^ 
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in the marsh, it would be sheer waste of time to search 
for them ; for they could dodge and live in the water, 
in a way that honest people that lived on proper hard 
ground could not follow. Here was the woman ; and 
yonder was the tent. Kevenge might be taken that 
way, better than by ducking in the ponds after the 
man and boy. Suppose they took the woman to 
prison, and made a great £re in the carr, of the tent 
and everything in it ! 

Oliver did not see that it could make up to them 
for what they had lost, to bum the tent ; and he was 
pretty sure his father would not wish such a thing to 
be done. His father would soon be home. As for the 
woman, he thought she ought to go to prison, if Mr. 
Gool would take her there. 

« That I will," said Gool. " I wiU go through with 
the thiQg now I am in it. I came off the minute I 
saw your red flag ; and I might have been here sooner, 
if I had not been so full of watching the mill-sails, 
that I never looked off from them till my wife came 
to help to watcL Come, you woman,'* said he to Nan 
Bedfum, '^ make no faces about going to prison, for I 
am about to give you a ride there." 

" She looks very ill," thought Oliver, — " not fit to be 
jolted on a horse." 

"You'll get no magistrate to send me to prison," 
said the woman. " The justices are with the parlia- 
ment, every one. You will only have to bring me 
back, and be sorry you caught me, when you see what 
oomes of it." 

<< Cannot we take care of her here till father comes • 
hoiDe7'^ said Oliver, seeing that neighbour Grool looked 
perplexed, and as if he believed "wliat tlie ^oTaswoi «ai^^> 
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'* No, no," said Mildred, whispering to her brother. 
" Don't let that woman stay here." 

"Neighbour Gool will take care of us till father 
comes home," said Oliver: "and the woman looks 
so ill ! We can lock her up here ; and, you sec, 
Ailwin is ever so much stronger than she is, poor 
thing !" 

Neighbour Gool put on an air of being rather 
offended that nothing great was to be done, after his 
trouble in coming to help. In his heart, however, he 
was perhaps not very sorry ; for he knew that the ma« 
gistrates were not willing to countenance the king^s 
settlers in the Levels, while the Parliament Committeo 
was sitting at Lincoln. Gool patted Oliver's head 
when the boy thanked him for coming ; and he joked 
Mildred about her flag : so he could not be very cross. 
He left two men to guard the prisoner and the pre- 
mises, till Mr. Linacre should return. 

These two men soon lefb off marching about the 
garden and yard, and sat down on the mill-steps ; for 
the day grew very hot. There they sat, talking in 
the shade, till their dinners should be ready. Nan 
Redfum was so far from feeling the day to be hot, 
that when her cold ague-flt came on, she begged to be 
allowed to go down to the kitchen fire. Little George 
stood staring at her for some time, and then ran away; 
and Mildred, not liking to be in the same room with a 
woman who looked as she did, and who was a prisoner, 
stole out too, though she had been desired to watch 
tlie woman till dinner should be ready. Ailwin was 
*80 struck with compassion, that she fetched her warmest 
woollen Btookings, and her winter do^k. ol \is&^'^- 
woolsey, — it was such a piteous fhmg \.o "Vi^ac ^NRcrKkasd'*^ 
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teeth chattering in her head, in that "waj, at noon in 
the middle of August. Having wrapx)ed her up, she 
put her on a stool, dose to the great kitchen fire ; and 
drew out the screen that was used only in winter, to 
keep off the draughts from the door. If the poor soul 
was not warm in that comer, nothing could make her 
so. Then Ailwin began to sing, to cheer her heart, 
ind to be amazingly busy in cooking dinner for three 
additional persons. She never left off her singing but 
when she went out for the vegetables, and other 
things she wanted for her cooking; and when she 
came in again, she resumed her song^ — siall for ikte 
sake of the poor creature behind the screen. 

"Do you feel yourself warmer now, neighbour 1** 
said she, at the end of an hour. ^^ If not, you are past 
my understMidiBg." 

There was no answer ; and Ailwin did not wonder, 
as she said to herself that it was too great a trouble 
for one so poorly to be answering questions : so Ailwin 
went on slicing her vegetables and ranging. 

" Do you think a drop of cherry-brandy would warm 
you, neighbour T she asked, after a while. " I wonder 
I never thought of that before ; only, it is a sort of 
thing one does not recollect till winter comes. Shall 
I get you a sup of cherry-brandy f ' 

Ailwin thought it so odd that such an offer as this 
iiould not be replied to, that she looked hastily 
behind the screen, to see what could be the reason. 
There was reason enough. Nobody was there. Nan 
Bedfdrn had made her way out as soon as she found 
herself alone, and was gone, with Ailwin's best winter 
stookinga and iinsey-woolsey cloak. 
Jh B minute the whole party wero looking «vet \i\ia 
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liedge into the xnanL Nothing was to be Been but 
the low brown tent, and the heap of little fish. 
Neither man, woman, nor boy appeared when their 
names were shouted forth* 

^ Oh 1 my best stockings !'* said Ailwin, half ciying. 

" You have saved your cherry-brandy, my woman ; 
that is oertain," observed one of Gool's men. 

^ I shall never have any pleasure in it/' sighed the 
maid. ''I shall never enjoy it, on accoimt of its 
reminding me how yon woman has fooled me/* 

^ Then we will save you that pain," said the man. 
* If you will oblige us with it to-day, we wont leave 
any to pain yon in the winter.** 

^7or shame r cried Oliver, "when you know she 
htm lost her stockings and her cloak already ; and all 
out of kindness ! I would not drink a drop of her 
ebflrry-bcandy, I am sure.** 

^ Then you shaU, Oliver, for saying so, and taking 
my part,** said Ailwin. '' I am not going to give it 
to any one else that has not the ague ; some people 
mi^ be annred of that.*' 

** If I thought there was any cherry-brandy for me 
wliaii I came back,** said the man, throwing a stone 
down, to try the nature of the bog-ground beneath, 
''I wouM get below there, and try what I could find. 
I might lay hold of a linsey-woolsey cloak somewhere 
m the bog." 

^Tou can never catch the Bedfiims, I doubt,** said 
Ailwin. ** What was it they said to you, Oliver, ar 
they were going off)** 

^ They laughed at me for not being able to cate 
mk^ aad Mated how I thou|^lit 1 dio\M ^^^^Vl t.K« 
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They said, when I could decoy wild-fowl, I might set 
a trap for the Eedfdms. But it does not follow that 
that is all true because they said it. I don*t see but 
they might be caught, if there was any one to do us 
justice afterwards. That's the worst part of it, father 
says." 

" There's father !" cried Mildred, as the crack of a 
whip was heard. All started off, as if to see who 
could cany bad news &stest. All arrived in the yard 
together, except Ailwin, who turned back to take up 
Creorge, as he roared at being left behind. 

^' We must want a wise head or two among us," said 
the vexed miller. "If we were as sharp as these 
times require, we surely could not be at the mercy of 
folk we should scorn to be like. We must give more 
heed, and see what is to be done." 

"Bather late for that, neighbour, when here is^the 
stock you were grinding and grinding for a week, all 
gone to plaster," said one of Grool's men. 

" That is what I say," replied the imiller, contem- 
plating the waste ; " but it may be better late than not 
at alL" 

Mrs. Idnacre was more affected than her husband 
by what had ha2)pened. When she came home, poor 
Mildred's fortitude had just given way, and she was 
crying over the body of her dear white hen. This caused 
Ailwin's eyes to fill at the thought of her stockings 
and cloak, so that the family h/ces looked cheerless 
enough. 

"We deserve it aU," said Mrs. linacre, "for leav- 
ing our place and our children to the care of Gool's 
xen, or of anybody but ourselves. 1 wtlH gp "oo tcb»« 
to the spring. I have been out oi my duty \ vxA^n^ 
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may be thankful that we have been no further 
punished*" 

As she spoke, a few tears started. Her tears were 
so rare, that the children looked in dismay at their 
£skther. 

He gently declared that the more injury they 
mffered from the country people, the more they 
needed all the earnings they could make. They must 
cling to the means of an honest maintenance, and not 
throw away such an employment as hers. He would 
not leave the children again while the Eedfums were 
in the neighbourhood. He would not have lefb them 
to-day, to serve any one but the pastor ; nor to serve 
even him, if he had not thought he had bespoken 
sufficient protection. Nothing should take him from 
home, or his eye off the children, to-morrow, she might 
depend upon it. 

Mrs. Linacre said that if she must go, she should 
take a heavy heart with her. This was, she feared, 
but the first of a fresh series of attacks. If so, what 
might not they look for nextl However, she only 
asked to be found in her duty. If her husband desired 
her to go, she would go ; but she should count over 
the hours of the day sadly enough. 

Oliver ventured to bring up an old subject. He 
said, what he most wanted was to have earned money 
enough to get a watch. He was sure he could hide it 
80 that Eoger should never guess he had one ; and it 
would be such a comfort to know exactly how the 
time was going, and when to look for his mother home, 
instead of having to guess, in cloudy weather, the 
hmr of the d&y, and to argue the m&ttec mtk Ailwin^ 
trho waa always wrong about tliat ^x\ii.c'vi^&x \k£ks^« 
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His Oilier smiled mournfully, as he observed, tliat 
lie hoped Oliver would never so want bread as to 
leave off longing for anything made of gold or silver. 



CHAPTER IIL 

ONE WAY OF MAKING WAB. 

Mbs. Linacbe went to the spring as usual, the next 
morning. If the weather had been doubtful — ^if there 
had been any pretence for supposing that the day 
might not be fine, she would have remained at homei 
But she looked in vain all roimd the sky for a doud ; 
and the wide expanse of fields and meadows in the 
Levels, with their waving com and fresh green grassy 
seemed to bask in the sunshine, as if they felt its 
luxury. It was a glowing August day ; — just such a 
day as would bring out the invalids from Gainsborough 
to drink the waters j — just such a day as would tempt 
the traveller to stop under the shady shed, where he 
could see waters bubbling up, and taste of the famous 
medicinal spring, which would cure the present evil of 
heat, whatever effect it might have on any more 
lasting ailment. It was just the day when Mrs. 
Linacre must not be missed from her post, and when it 
would be wrong to give up the earnings which she 
might expect before sun-down« So she desired her 
children not to leave the premises, — ^not even to go 
out of their fiEbther's sight and hearing ; a&d left 
them, secure^ at leasts that they would obey her 
wishes. 

They were quite willing to do so. Mildred looked 
behind her, every few minutes^ white aki© woackasOt \% 
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the garden, to see whether Boger was not there : and 
jKt eyery rustle that the birds made among the trees 
on the Bed-hill, — ^tho eminence behind the house, — 
she £Euicied that some one was hidden there. Oliver 
let his tools and his alabaster lie hidden, much as he 
longed to be at work with them. Mildred had lost 
her greatest treasure, — ^the white hen. He must take 
oare of his greatest treasure. Twice, in the course of 
the morning, he went in, having thought of a safer 
place ; and twice more, he put them back among the 
straw, as safest there, after alL He let them alone at 
last, on Mildred saying that she was afraid Boger 
might somehow discover why he went in and out bo 
often. 

They ran to the mill three or four times to tell their 
jbther that the brown tent was still under the bank in 
the carr, and that they could see nobody ; though the 
wild-ducks and geese made such a fluttering and noise, 
now and then, that it seemed as if some one was lurk- 
ing about the ponds. Often in the course of the mom- 
ing, too, did Mr. linacro look out of the mill window, 
or nod to them from the top of the steps, that they 
might see that he did not forget them. — Meantime^ the 
white smoke curled up from the kitchen chimney, as 
Ailwin cooked the dinner ; and little George's voice 
and hers were often heard from within, as if they were 
having some fun together. 

The children were very hot, and began to say that 
they were hungry, and thought dinner-time was near 
when they suddenly felt a strong rush of wind fror 
the west. Oliver lost his cap, and was running afU 
il^ when both heard a loud shout from their father, ai 
Jooked up. They had never Yioaxdi \mfiL^<;s^^Ks^V 
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as he now did, bidding them run up the Bed-hill that 
moment. He waved his arm and his cap in that direc- 
tion, as if he was mad. Mildred scampered up the 
hill. She did not know why, nor what was the mean- 
ing of the rolling, roaring thimder which seemed to 
convulse the air : but her head was full of Boger ; 
and she thought it was some mischief of his. One 
part of the Red-hill was very steep, and the ground 
soft. Her feet slipped on the moss first ; and when 
she had got above the moss, the red earth crumbled ; 
and she went back at every step, till she caught hold 
of some brambles, and then of the trunk of a tree ; so 
that, trembling and panting, she reached at last the 
top of the eminence. 

When she looked round, she saw a rushing, roaring 
river where the garden had been, just before. Hough 
waters were dashing up against the hill on whiqh she 
stood, — against the house, — ^and against the mill. She 
saw the flood spreading, as rapidly as the light at sun- 
rise, over the whole expanse of the Levels. She saw 
another flood bursting in from the Humber, on the 
north-east, and meeting that which had just swept 
by; — she saw the two floods swallowing up field 
after field, meadow after meadow, splashing up against 
every house, and siurounding all, so that the roofs, 
and the stacks beside them, looked like so many little 
islands. She saw these things in a moment, but did not 
heed them till afterwards, — for, where was Oliver ? 

Oliver was safe, though it was rather a wonder that 

he was so, considering his care for his cap. Oliver 

was an orderly boy, accustomed to take great care of 

his things ; and it did not occur to him to let his cap 

sroj when he had to run for his life. He \ifiA \.o ^^jcV. 
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with it, however. He was flying after it, when another 
shout from his father made him look round ; and then 
he saw the wall of water, as he called it, rolling on 
directly upon the house. He gave a prodigious spring 
across the garden ditch, and up the hill-side, and but 
just escaped; for the wind which immediately pre- 
ceded the flood blew him down ; and it was clinging 
to the trunk of a tree that saved him, as his sister had 
been saved just before. As it was, his feet were wet. 
Oliver panted and trembled, like his sister ; but he 
was safe. 

Every one was safe. Ailwin appeared at an upper 
window, exhibiting little George. Mr. Linacre stood, 
with folded arms, in the doorway of his mill ; and his 
wife was (he was thankful to remember) on the side 
of a high hill, far away. The children and their father 
knew, while the flood was roaring between them, what 
all were thinking of; and at the same moment, the 
miller and his boy waved, the one his hat, and the 
other a green bough, high and joyously over their 
heads. Little George saw this from the window, and 
clapped his hands, and jumped, as Ailwin held him on 
the window sill. 

" Look at Geordie !" cried Mildred. " Do look at 
him ! Don't you think you hear him now T* 

This happy mood could not last very long, however, 
as the waters, instead of going down, were evidently 
rising every moment. From the first, the flood had 
been too deep and rapid to allow of the miller cross- 
ing from his mill to his house. He was a poor 
swimmer ; and no swimmer, he thought, could have 
avoided being carried away into the wide marshy where 
there was no help. Then, instesA oi >i!ttft ^\»t^»ssi^Sfik^- 
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eningy it rushed more furioiudj as it rose, — rose first 
oyer tlie wall of the yard^ and up to the fourth — 
£fth — sixth step of the mill ladder, and then almost 
into the branches of the apple-trees in the garden. 

'' I hope you wiU not mind being hungry, Mildred," 
said her brother, after a time of silence. '^ We are not 
likely to have any dinner to-day, I think." 

^' I don't mind that very much," said Mildred, ** but 
how do you think we are to get away, with this great 
riyer between us and home T 

" We shall see what father does," said Oliyer. "He 
is further off still, on the other side." 

"But what is all this watdr 1 When will it goaway V* 

" I am a&aid the embankments haye burst. And 
yet the weather has been fine enough lately. Perhaps 
the sluices are broken up." 

Seeing that Mildred did not understand the more 
for what he said, he explained — 

" You know, all these Leyels were watery grounds 
onc^ ; more wet than the carr yonder. Well, — great 
day banks were made to keep out the Humber waters, 
oyer there, to the north-east, and on the west and 
north-west yonder, to keep two or three riyers there 
from oyerflowing the land. Then seyeral canals and 
ditches were cut, to dndn the land ; and there are 
great gates put up, here and there, to let the waters in 
and out, as they are wanted. I am afraid those gates 
are gone, or the day banks broken down, so that the sea 
and the riyers are pouring in all the water they haye." 

" But when will it be oyer % Will it eyer run off 
again 1 ShaU we eyer get home again T 

^"^Z^/ojzo^ know anything about it. Weia\i«b-^R^t)«sid 
Jwj^j& TF^^^tlter will do. See I what la ^JwacoimrL^^ 
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" A dead lume T' exclaimed Mildred. " Drowned, 
I suppose. Don't joa think so, Oliver T 

^ Drowned, of course. — Do you know, Mildred/* be 
•ccmtinued, after a silence, during which he was looking 
towards the sheds in the yard, while his sister's eyes 
were following the body of the horse as it was swept 
along, now whirled round in an eddy, and now going 
clear oyer the hedge into the carr, — " do you know, 
Mildred," said Oliyer, ^ I think fiither will be com- 
I^tely ruined by this flood." 

^ Do you T said Mildred, who did not quite know 
what it was to be ruined. " How 1 Why 1" 

''Why, it was bad enough that so much gypsum was 
q>oiled yesterday. I am afraid now the whole quarry 
will be spoiled. And then I doubt whether the har- 
vest will not be ruined all through the Levels : and 
I am pretty sure nothing will be growing in the 
garden when tihe waters are gone. That was not our 
horae that went by ; but our horse may be drowned, 
and the cow, and the sow, and everything." 

'' Not the fowls," said Mildred. " Look at them, all 
in a row on the top of the cow-shed They will not be 
drowned, at any rate." 

'' But then they may be starved. O dear 1" he con- 
tinued, with a start of recollection, '' I wonder whe- 
ther Ailwin has thought of moving the meal and the 
grain up-stairs. It will be all rotted and spoiled if 
the water runs through it." 
* He shouted, and ma&e signs to Ailwin, with ail his 

might : but in vain. She could not hear a word he 
said, or make anything of his signs. He was vexed, 

Mnd said Ailwin was always stupid. 

''8o Bhe ia," replied Mildxed \ ''"Wt V\. ^j;iW^Ti^^»% 
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nify now. Look how the water is pounDg out of the 
parlour window. The meal and grain must have been 
wet through long ago. Is not that a pretty water- 
fidl? A waterfall from our parlour window^ down 
upon the tulip-bed ! How very odd !'* 

'^If one could think how to feed these poor animals,'* 
Baid Oliver, — '^ and the fowls ! If there was anything 
here that one could get for them ! One might cut a 
little grass for the cow ; — ^but there is nothing else." 

" Only the leaves of the trees, and a few blackber* 
ries, when they are ripe," said Mildred, looking round 
her, " and flowers, — wild-flowers, and a few that mo- 
ther planted." 

^'The bees!" cried Oliver. ''Let us save them. 
They can feed themselves. We will save the bees." 

"Why, you don't think they are drowned 1" said 
Mildred. 

The bees were not drowned ; but they were in more 
danger of it than Mildred supposed. Their little shed 
was placed on the side of the Bed-hill, so as to over- 
look the flowery garden. The waters stood among the 
posts of this shed; and the hives themselves shook 
with every wave that rolled along. 

" You cannot do it, Oliver," cried Mildred, as her 
brother crept down the slope to the back of the shed. 
" You can never get roimd, Oliver. You will slip in, 
OHver !" 

Oliver looked round and nodded, as there was no 
use in speaking in such a noise. He presently showed 
that he did not mean to go round to the front of the 
shed. That would never have done ; for the flood had 
washed away the soil there, and left nothing to stand 
upon. He broke away the boards at tlcie \«^ oi >JDka 
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bee-fihedj whicli were old and loosely fastened. He 
was glad he had come; for the bees were bustling 
about in great confusion and distress, evidently aware 
that something great was the matter. Oliver seized 
one of the hives^ with the board it stood on, and car- 
ried it, as steadily as he could, to a sunny part of the 
hill, where he put it down on the grass. He then 
went for another, asking Mildred to come part of the 
way down to receive the second hive, and put it by 
the first, as he saw there was not a moment to lose. 
She did so ; but she trembled so much, that it was 
probable she would have let the hive fall, if it had 
ever been in her hands. It never was, however. The 
soil was now melting away in the water, where Oliver 
had stood firmly but a few minutes befora He had 
to take great care, and to change his footing every 
instant; and it was not without slipping and slid- 
ing, and wet feet> that he brought away the second 
bive. Mildred saw how hot he was, as he sat resting, 
with the hive, before climbing the bank, and begged 
that he would not try any more. 

^' These poor bees T exclaimed Oliver, beginning to 
move again, on the thought of the bees being drowned* 
But he had done all he could. The water boiled up 
between the shed and the bank, lifted the whole struc- 
ture, and swept it away. Oliver hastened to put down 
the second hive beside the first; and when he re- 
turned, saw that the posts had sunk, the boards were 
floating away, and the remaining hive itself sailing 
down the stream. 

" How it rocks 1" cried Mildred. " I wish it^would 
turn guite over^ bo that the poor thin^ mi^ht ^et 
<fut, and JSjr away,** 
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'^They never will," said Oliver. "I wish I had 
thought of the bees a little sooner. It is yexj odd that * 
you did not, Mildred." 

^' I don't know how to think of anything/' said Mil- 
dred, dolefully ; ^' it is all so odd and so Mghtful !" 

" Well, don't cry, if you can help it, dear," said her 
brother. ^We shall see what father will da He 
wont cry; — ^I am sure of that." 

Mildred laughed: for she never had seen her father 
cry. 

^^ He was not £ax off crying yesterday, though," said 
Oliver, " when he saw your poor hen lying dead. He 

looked but, O Mildred ! what can have become of 

the Eedfums ? We have been thinking all this while 
about the bees ; and we never once remembered the 
Bedfums. Why, their tent was scarcely bigger than 
our hives ; and I am sure it could not stand a minute 
against the flood." 

While he spoke, Oliver was ruiming to the part of 
the hill which commanded the widest view of the 
carr, and Mildred was following at his heels, — « good 
deal ^iartled by the hares which leaped across her 
path. There seemed to be more hares now on the bill 
than she had seen in all her life before. She could not 
ask about the hares, however, when she saw the brown 
tent, or a piece of it, flapping about in the water, a 
great way o£^ and aweepmg along with the current. 

'^Hark! what was that? Did you hearf said 
Oliver, turning very pale. 

'^ I thought I heard a child crying^ a great way off/ 
said Mildred, trembling. 

"lif was not a <;hild, dear. It was a shriek,— a 
woman's shriek, I axa a&aid. 1 am. a&aaii iSc la "^«d. 
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Bedfum, somewhere in the carr. O dear, if they 
should all be drowned, and nobody there to help 
themr 

« No no,— I don't believe it," said Mildred. « They 
have got up somewhere, — climbed up something,— 
that bank or something." 

They heard nothing more, amidst the dash of the 
flood, and they fancied they could see some figures 
moving on the ridge of the bank, £ar out over the carr. 
When they were tired of straining their eyes, they 
looked about them, and saw, in a smoother piece of 
water near their hill, a dog swimming, and seeming to 
labour very muoh. 

^* It has got something fieistened to it,'' cried Mil- 
dred ; — " something tied round its neck." 

" I^ 10 somebody swimming," r^Ued Oliver. " They 
will get safe here now. Cannot we help them 1 I 
wish I had a rope ! A long switch may da I will get 
a long switch." 

" Yes, cat a l<Nig switch," cried Mildred : and she 
pulled and tugged at a long tough thorny bramble, not 
minding its pricking her fingers and tearing her frock. 
She could not help starting at the immense number 
of large birds that flew out, and rabbits that ran away 
between her feet, while she was about it; but she 
never left hold, and dragged the long bramble down 
to the part of the hill that the dog seemed to be 
trying to reach. Oliver was already there, holding 
a slip of ash, such as he had sometimes cut for a 
fishing-rod. 

" It is Boger, I do believe ; but I see nothing of the 
others^" said he. ^^Look at his head) as it bobs u:|2l and ' 
down, Ib it not Boger T 
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'' O dear ! I hope not !" cried Mildred, in a tone of 
despair. '' What shall we do if he comes V 

"We must see that afterwards : we must save him 
first Now for it l" 

As Oliver spoke, the dog ducked, and came up 
again without Boger, swimming lightly to the bank^ 
and leaping ashore with a bark. Boger was there, 
however, — ^very near, but, they supposed, exhausted, 
for he seemed to fall back, and sink, on catching hold 
of Oliver's switch, and by the jerk twitched it out of 
the boy's hand. 

" Try again !" shouted Oliver, as he laid Mildred's 
bramble along the water. " Don't let go, Mildred." 

Mildred let the thorns run deep into her fingers 
without leaving her hold. Boger grasped the other 
end ; and they pulled, without jerking, and with all 
their strength, till he reached the bank, and they 
could help him out with their hand& 

" Oh, I am so glad you are safe, Boger l" said Oliver. 

" You might have foimd something better than that 
thorny switch to throw me," said Boger. " My hands 
are all blood with the spikes." 

" Look at hers I" cried Oliver, intending to show 
the state that his sister's hands were in, for Boger's 
sake; but Mildred pulled away her hands, and hid 
them behind her as she retreated, saying, 

" No, no. Never mind that now." 

Oliver saw how drenched the poor boy looked, and 

forgave whatever he might say. He asked Mildred to 

go back to the place where they had been standing, 

opposite the house ; and he would come to her there 

preseniiiy^ He then begged Boger to slip off his coat 

s^d trousers, that they might wring ttie •we^i wsJc ^i 
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tfaem. He tHooght they would soon dry in the sun. 
But Boger pushed him away with his shoulder, and 
said he knew what he wanted ; — ^he wanted to see 
what he had got about him. He would knock any- 
body down who touched his pockets. It was plain 
that Boger did not choose to be helped in any way ; so 
Oliver soon ran off, ^nd joined Mildred, as he had 
promised. 

" I do not like to leave him, all wet, and so tired 
that I could knock him over with my little finger,'* 
exclaimed Oliver. " But he wont trust me about any 
thing." 

" There is father again 1 Tell him," cried Mildred. 

Both children shouted that Boger was here, and 
pointed behind them ; but it was plain that their father 
could not make out a word they said, though they had 
never called out so loud in their lives. Boger heard 
them, however, as they judged by seeing him skulking 
among the trees behind, watching what use they were 
TOfllriTig of his name. 

The children thought their father was growing very 
anxious. He still waved his hat to them, now and 
then, when he looked their way ; but they saw him 
gazing abroad, as if surpnsed that the rush of waters 
did not abate. They observed him glance often round 
the sky, as if for signs of wind ; and they longed to 
know whether he thought a wind would do good or 
harm. They saw him bring out, for the thii-d time, a 
rope which he had seemed to think too short to be of 
any use ; and this appeared to be the case, now as 
at first. Then he stooped down, as if to make a mark 
on the side of the white door-post (for the water had 
bjr this time quite hidden, tiie stei^^ , ^^^ Q^'ejt 

A. 
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thoaght this was to make ont^ for oertaiiiy whether the 
flood was regularly rising or not. They could not 
imagine why he examined so closely as they saw him 
do the door lintel, and the window-frame. It did not 
occur to them, as it did to him, that the mill might 
break down under the force of the current. 

At last, it was clear that he saw Boger ; and from 
that moment, he scarcely took his eyes from his chil- 
dren. Oliver put his arm round Mildred's neck, and 
said in her ear, 

" I know what father is watching us for. He is 
afraii that Stephen is here too, and no one to take 
care of us ; — ^not even Ailwin." 

" Perhaps Stephen is here, — ^in the wood," cried 
Mildred, in terror. " I wish this water would make 
haste, and run away, and let us get home.'' 

'* It cannot run faster than it does. Look how the 
waves dash along ! That is the worst of it : — ^it showB 
what a quantity there is, wh^e this came frouL But 
I don't believe Stephen is here. I have a good mind 
to ask Boger, and make him tell ma" 

" No, don't, Oliver ! Stephen may be drowned. Do 
not put him in mind." 

'* Why, you see he does not care for an3^thing« He 
is teazing some live thing at this minute, — ^there, on 
the ground." 

' Oliver himself forgot everything but the live 
animals before his eyes, when he saw how many there 
were under the trees. The grass was swarming with 
mice, moles, and small snakes ; while rabbits cocked 
up thdr little white tails, in ail directions, and par* 
tzidg&s &ew out of every bush, and hares started from 
every boUow tJmt tiie boy looked mto. 



OKE WAT OF KAKOSTG WAB. 51 

'' All soa3Eed oat of tlieir holes ;— <lon*t know what 
to do with themaelyes ; — ^fine sport for those that have 
^ vnnd to it/* said Soger, as he lay on the ground, 
(mlling back a little mouse by its long tail, as ofbai as 
it tried to run away. 

" You have no mind for sport to-day, I suppose, 
Eoger. I should not think anybody has." 

" I don't know; — I'm rarely hun^cy," said the boy. 

" So were we ; but we forgot it again. Father is in 
the mill there . . ." 

" You need not tell me that. Don't I see him ?" 

" But we think he is looking out for Stephen." 

"He wont find him," said Roger, in a very low 
voice ; — so low that Oliver was not sure what he said. 

" He is not here on the hill, then, Boger f 

"On the hill, — ^no ! I don't know where he is, nor 
the woman either. I suppose they are drowned, as I 
was, nearly. If they did not swim as I did, they must 
be drowned : and they could hardly do that, as I had 
the dog." 

The children looked at each other ; and their looks 
told that they thought Boger was shocked and sony, 
though he tried not to appear so. 

"l^re might have been a boat, perhaps, out on 
the carr. Don't you think the country people in the 
hills would get out boats when they saw the flood 
spreading?** 

" Boats, no ! The hill-people have not above three 
boats among them all. There are about three near the 
ponds ; and they are like nut^shells. How should any 
iMMLt live in such a flood as thati Why, that flood 
would sweep a ship out to sea in a minute. You naed 
ao^ think about boats, I ota td\ yoxi?^ 

it— ^ 
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" But wont anybody send a boat for us ? inquired 
Mildred, who had drawn near to listen. "If they 
don't send a boat, and the flood goes on, what are we 
to do ? "We can't live here, with nothing to eat, and 
no beds, and no shelter, if it should rain." 

"Are you now beginning to cry about that? Are 
you now beginning to find that out, after all this 
time 1" said Roger, contemptuously. 

" I thought we should get away," sobbed the little 
girl. " I thought a boat or something would come." 

"A pretty silly thing you must be!" exclaimea 
Roger. 

" If she is silly, I am silly too," declared Oliver. 
" I am not sure that it is silly to look for a boat. 
There are plenty out on the coast there." 

" They are all dashed to pieces long ago." decided 
Roger. " And they that let in the flood will take 
good care you don't get out of it, — ^you, and your out- 
landers. It is all along of you that I am in this 
sci'ape. But it was shameful of them not to give us 
notice ; — ^it was too bad to catch us in the same trap 
with you. If uncle is drowned, and I ever get out 
alive, I will be revenged on them." 

Mildred stopped crying, as well as she could, to 
listen j but she felt like Oliver when he said, — 

" I don't know a word of what you mean." 

" I dare say not. You foreigners never know any- 
thing like other people." 

" But wont you tell us ? Who made this flood T 

" To be sure, you wem't meant to know this. It 
woidd not have done to show you the way out of the 
ijvp. Why — the Parliament Committee at Lincoln 
ordered the iSnow-sewer sluice to \>e p\xWe^"V3C^ ^^o-^-^. 
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to drown the king's lands, and get rid of his 
tenants. It will be as good as a battle gaiaed to 
them." 

The children were aghast at the wickedness of this 
deed. They would not believe it. It would have 
been tyrannical and cruel to have obliged the settlers, 
who were not interested in a quarrel between the king 
of England and his people, to enlist, and be shot down 
in war. They would have complained of this as 
tyrannical and cruel. But, when they were living in 
peace and quiet on their farms, paying their rents, 
and inclined to show good-will to everybody, to pull 
up the flood-gates, and let in the sea and the rivers to 
drown them because they lived in the king's lands, 
was a cruelty too dreadful to be believed. Oliver and 
Mildred did not believe it. They were sure their 
&ther would not believe it ; and that their mother, if 
ever she should return to her home and family, would 
bring a very different account— that the whole mis- 
fortune would turn out to be accidental. So they 
felt assured : but the fact was as Roger had said. The 
Snow-sewer sluice had been pulled up, by the orders 
of the Committee of the Parliament, then sitting at 
Lincoln : and it was done to destroy the king's new 
lands, and deprive him of the support of his tenants. 
The jealous country-people round hoped also that it 
would prevent foreigners from coming to live in Eng- 
land, however much they might want such a refuge. 

Some of the sufferers knew how their misfortune 
happened. Others might be thankful that they did 
not ; for the thought of the malice of their enemies 
must have been more bitter than tYie ieai oi tqSsl^sA 
death. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A HUITGRT DAY. 

*^We shall see what Either does," was still the conso- 
lation with which Oliver kept down his sister's fears, 
He had such confidence in his &.ther's knowing what 
was best to be done on aU occasions, that he felt they 
had only to watch him, and imitate whatever he 
might attempt. They remained quiet on the island 
now, hungry and tired as they were, because he re- 
mained in the mill, and seemed to expect the water 
to subside. The most fearful thought was what they 
were to do after dark, if they should not get home 
before that. They supposed, at last, that their father 
was thinking of this too ; for he began to move about, 
when the sun was near setting, more than he had 
done all the afkemoon. 

They saw him go carefully down into the stream, 
and proceed cautiously for some way — ^till the water 
was up to his chin. Then he was buffeted about so 
terribly that Mildred could not bear to look. Both 
Oliver and Roger were sure, by what he ventured, 
<uid by the way he ptdled himself back at last to the 
steps, that he had tied himself by the rope they had 
seen him measure. It was certainly too short for any 
good purpose ; for he had to go back, having only 
wetted himself to the skin. They saw this by the 
yellow light from the west which shone upon the 
water. In a few minutes they could distinguish him 
uo longer, though, the mill stood up YAack a^^w^t tike 
sty-j and in the midst of the gleaming fliood. 
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^Father will be wet, and so cold all night!" said 
Mildred, crymg. 

"If I could only swim," exclaimed Oliver, "I 
would get oyer to him somehow, and carry a rope 
from the house. I am sure there must be a rope long 
enough somewhere about the yard. If I could only 
swim, I would get to him." 

**That you wouldn't," said Roger. "Your father 
can swim ; and why does not he ? Because nobody 
coidd swim across that stream. It is a torrent. It 
would carry any stout man out over the carr ; and you 
would be no better than a twig in the middle of it." 

" I am afraid now this torrent will not slacken," 
said Oliver, thoughtfully. " I am afraid there is some 
hollow near which will keep up the current." 

" What do you mean by that ?" 

"They say in Holland, where they have floods 
sometimes, that when water flows into a hollow, it gets 
out in a current, and keeps it up for some way. Oh ! 
the quarry 1" he cried, with sudden recollection. 
" Mildred, let us go, and look what is doing on that 
«ide before it is dark." 

They ran round the hill ; and there they saw indeed 
that the flood was tumbling in the quarry, like water 
boiling in a pot. When it rushed out, it carried white 
earth with it, which made a long streak in the flood, 
and explained how it was that the stream between 
the house and the mill was whiter and more muddy 
than that between their hill and the house. At once 
it occurred to Hc^er that the stream between the hill 
and the house was probably less rapid than the other ; 
and he said ao. Oliver ran back *, asid so did MUdred^ 
pleased at the bare idea of getting to VJoLeVwiafc* 
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Once more arrived opposite the house, they saw a 
strange sight. The mill no longer stood in its right 
place. It had moved a good way down towards 
the carr.. Not only that, but it was still moving. It 
was sailing away like a ship. After the first exclama- 
tion, even Koger stood as still as death to watch it. 
* He neither moved nor spoke till the mill was out of 
sight in the dusk. When Mildred burst into a loud 
cry, and Oliver threw himself down, hiding his face 
on the ground, Roger spoke again. 

" Be quiet — ^you must," he said, decidedly, to the 
little girl. " We must bestir ourselves now, instead 
of stopping to see what other folks will do." 

" Oh, father 1 father will be drowned !" cried they. 

" You don't know that. If he drifts out to the 
Humber, which is likely, by the way he is going, some 
ship may pick him up— or he may light upon some 
high ground. We can't settle that now, however ; and 
the clear thing is that he wouldn't wish us to starve, 
whether he drowns or not. Come, get up, lad !" said 
he, stirring Oliver with his foot. 

" Don't lie there, Oliver ; do get up !" begged 
Mildred. 

Oliver rose, and did all that Koger bade him. 

" You say there is a long rope somewhere about the 
house," said Roger. " Where is it T 

" There is one in the cowshed, I know." 

"And if I cannot get there, is there one in the 
house r 

"In the lumber-room," said Mildred. " The spare 
bed is tied round and round with a long rope — I don't 
Jtno whow longJ** 
'^I wiah we had set abput it an \iO\ii ag^oj* Ttt».\X«t^ 
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Roger, " instead of waiting for dark. A pretty set 
of fools we liave been to lose the daylight ! I say, 
lad, can you think of any way of making a fire 9 Here 
are sticks enough, if one could set them alight." 

" To cook a supper 1" asked Mildred. 

'^ No ; . I mean to sup within doors ; only we must 
do some work first." 

Oliver had a steel knife ; but it was too dark to 
look for a flint, if any other plan than a fire would 
do. 

*' Well, don't plague any more about a fire," said 
Roger, "but listen to me. Can you climb a treel 
I'll be bound you can't : and now you'll die if you 
can't." 

" I can," said Oliver : " but what is Mildred to 

do r 

" We'll see that afterwards. Which of these trees 
stands nearest to the nearest of yon upper windows ?" 

Oliver and Mildred pointed out a young ash, which 
now quite bent over the water. 

" That is not strong enough," said Roger, shaking 
the tree, and finding it loosened at the roots. " Show 
ine a stouter one." 

A well-grown beech was the next nearest. Roger 
pulled Oliver by the arm, and made him stand directly 
under the tree, with his sister beside him. He desired 
them not to move from where they were, and to give 
a loud halloo together, or a shriek (or anything that 
might be heard furthest) — about once in a minute for 
an hour to come, unless they should hear » a rope fall 
into the tree, or anywhere near them. They were to 
watch for this rope, and use all their endeavours to 
catck it. There would be a w^^^* «A> >iXi'fe «a.^^"^?tsi^ 
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would make it easier to catch. Oliver must tie this 
rope to the trunk of the tree^ stretching it tight^ with 
all his strength, and then tying it so securely that no 
weight would un&sten it. 

" Mind you that," said Roger. " If you don't, you 
will be drowned, that's alL Do as I tell you^ and 
you'll see what you will see." 

Boger then whistled for his dog, snatched Oliyer's 
black ribbon £rom about his neck, and fastened it 
round the dog's neck, to hold by. He then showed 
the dog the house, and forced him into the wat^% him- 
self following, till the children could no longer see 
what became of them.. 

" What do you think he means 1" asked poor Mil- 
dred, shivering. 

"I don't know exactly. He cannot mean that we 
are to climb over by a rope. I do not think I could 
do that ; and I am smre you could notw" 

^' Oh, no, no i Let us stay here ! Stay with me 
under the trees, here, Oliver." 

" Why, it would be much more comfortable to be 
at home by the fire. Tou are shivering now, already, 
as if it was winter : and the night will be very long^ 
with nothing to eat." 

'^ But Boger is gone ; and I don't like to be where he 
is, — ^he is such a rude boy ! How he snatched your 
ribbon, and pulled you about ! And he calls you ' lad,* 
when he might just as well say ' Oliver.' " 

<< We must not mind such things now, dear. And 

we must get home, if he can show us how. Think 

how glad Ailwin and Oeorge will be : and I am sure 

&ther would wish it, and mother too. Tou must not 

cry now, Mildred; indeed you mx^t noVi. 12!^o\^<ft 
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must do wliAt they can at sucli a time as thi& Come, 
help me to shout. Shriek as loud and as long as ever 
you can." 

" I wish 1 might say my prayers," said Mildred, 
presently. 

" Do, dear. Kneel down here ; — nobody sees us. 
iet us ask God to save flsither, — ^and us too, and George 
and Ailwin, if it pleases Him : — and Boger." 

They kneeled down, and Oliyer said aloud to Qod 
what was in his heart. It was a great comfort to 
them both ; for they knew that while no human eye 
saw them in the starlight, under the tree, God heard 
their words, and understood their hearts. 

" Now again !" said Oliver, as they stood up. 

They raised a cry about once a minute^ as nearly as 
they coxdd guess : and they had given as many as 
thirty shouts, and began to find it very hard work^ be- 
fore anything happened to show them that it was of 
any use. Then something struck the tree over their 
heads, and pattered down among the leaves, touching 
Oliver's head at last. He felt about, and caught the 
end of a rope, without having to climb the tree, to 
search for it. They set up a shout of a different kind 
now ; for they really were very glad. This shout was 
answered by a gentle tug at the rope : but Oliver held 
l&st, determined not to let anything pxdl the precious 
line out of his hand. 

" What have we here T said he, as he felt a parcel 
tied to the rope, a little way from the end. He gave 
it to Mildred to untie and open ; which she did with 
some trouble, wishing the evening was not so dark. 

It was a tinder-box. 

^' There now T said Oliver, "vre ^bsiJ^ ^wpcl \ssssw 
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what we are about. Do you know where the tree was 
cut down, the other day 1" 

" Close by ? Yes." 

" Well ; bring a lapM of chips,— quick : and then 
any dry sticks you can find. We can get on twice as 
&st with a light ; and then they will see from the 
house how we manage." 

In a few minutes, there was a fire bla2dng near the 
tree. The rope must have come straight over from 
the house, without dipping once into the water ; for 
not only were the flint and steel safe, but the tinder 
within, and the cloth that the box was done up in, 
were quite dry. 

"Eoger is a clever fellow, — ^that is certain," said 
Oliver. " Now for fastening the rope ! Do you take 
care that the fire keeps up. Don't spare for chips. 
Keep a good fire till I have done." 

Oliver gave all his strength to pulling the rope 
tight, and winding it round the trunk of the beech, 
just above a large knob in the stem. It seemed to 
him that the rope stretched pretty evenly, as far as he 
could see, — ^not slanting either up or down ; so that 
the sill of the upper window must be about upon a 
level with the great knob in the beech-trunk. Oliver 
tied knot upon knot, till no more rope was left to knot. 
It still himg too slack, if it was meant for a bridge. 
He did not think he could ever cross the water on a 
rope that would keep him dangling at every move : 
but he had pulled it tight with all his force, and he 
could do no more. When he had tied the last knot, 
he and Mildred stood in front of the fire, and raised 
one more great shout, waving their arms — ^bvjcc^ uo'w o£ 
being seen as well as heard 
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" Look ! look !" cried Oliver, " it is moving ; — the 
rope is not so slack ! They are tightening it. How 
much tighter it is than I could pull it ! That must be 
Ailwin's strong arm, — ^together with Roger's." 

"But still I never can creep across that way," 
declared Mildred. " I wish you would not try, Oliver. 
Do stay with me l" 

** I will not leave you, dear : but we do not know 
what they mean us to do yet. There 1 now the rope 
is shaking! We shall see something. Do you see 
anything coming ? Don't look at the flashing water* 
Pix your eye on the rope, with the light upon it. 
What do you see 1" 

'^I see something like a basket, — ^like one of our 
clothes' baskets,— -coming along the line." 

It was one of Mrs. Linacre's clothes' baskets, which 
was slung upon the rope ; and Roger was in it He 
did not stay a minute. He threw to Oliver a line 
which was fastened to the end of the basket, witb 
which he might pull it over, from the window to the 
tree, when emptied of Roger. He was then to put 
Mildred into the basket, carefully keeping hold of the 
line, in order to pull it back for himself when his 
sister should be safely landed. Ailwin held a line 
fastened to the other end of the basket, with which to 
pull it the other way. 

Oliver was overjoyed. He said he had never seen 
anything so clever ; and he asked Mildred whether she 
could possibly be afraid of riding over in this safe 
little carriage. He told her how to help her passage 
by pulling herself along the bridge-rope, as he called 
it, instead of hindering her progceaa b^ cAi3a.^\v.%tA tiA 
rope as she sat ia the basket. T«2kxsi% c»3c^ \:kS>N»\fi\^ 
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go the line for a zooment^ he agaLu examined the knots 
of the long^ 'opo, and found thej were all fast — ^In 
a few minates he began hanling in his line, and the 
^mpty basket came over very easily. 

^' How shall I get in r aaked Mildred, trembling. 

^Here," said Oliver, stooping his back to her. 
^* Climb upon my back. Now hold by the tree, and 
stand upon my shoulderB. Don't be afirald. You are 
light enough. Now, can't you step in f 

Feeling how much depended upon this, the little 
girl managed it. She tumbled into the basket, todk 
a lesson from Oliver how to help her own passage^ and 
earnestly begged him to take care of his line, iliat 
nothing might prevent his following her immediately. 
Then came a great tug^ and she fdt herself drawn 
back into the darkness. She did not like it at all. 
The water roared louder than ever as she hung over it; 
and the light which was cast upon it from the fire 
showed how rapidly it was shooting beneath. Then 
she saw Oliver go, and throw some more dbips and 
twigs on the fire j and she knew by thai that he coold 
see h^ no longer. She worked as hard as die could, 
r;mtting her hands one behind the other along tine 
rope : but her hands w^re weak^ and her head was 
veiy dizzy. She had had nothing to eat siDce break* 
ia&t, and was quite tired outw 

While slill keeping her eyes upon Oliver^ she felt 
a jerk. The basket knocked against something ; and 
it made her quite sick. She immediately heard Ail« 
win's Tciee saying, '^'Tis oae of them, tibafs eertain. 
Well I if I didn't think it was some vile conjuring 
437eJt, up to tiiis very moment T 
^^2kepoor dizaj cbild felt ae^arongaxm^^^aneoi'to'Qa^^ 
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her waist, and found herself carried near a fire in a 
room. She Altered out, ^ Ailwin, get something for 
Oliver to eat. He will be here presently." 

" That I will : and for you first. You shall both 
have a drop of my cherry-brandy too." 

Mildred said she had rather have a draught of milk ; 
but Ailwin said there was no milk. She had not 
been able to reach the cow, to milk her. What had 
poor little George done, then? — ^He had had some 
that had been left firom the morning. Ailwin added 
that she was very sorry, — she could not tell how she 
eame to be so forgetful ; but she had neyer thought of 
not being able to milk the cow in the afternoon, and 
had drunk up all that George left of the milk ; her 
r^ular dinner having been drowned in the kitchen. 
Neither had she remembered to bring anything eat- 
able up-stairs with her, when the fiood drove her &om 
the lower rooms. The flour and grain were now all 
under water. The vegetables were, no doubt, swim- 
ming about in the cellar ; and the meat would have 
been where the flour was, at this moment, if Boger, 
who said he had no mind to be starved, had not some- 
how fished up a joint of mutton. This was now 
stewing over the fire ; but it was little likely to be 
good; for, besides there being no vegetables, the 
salt was all melted, and the water was none of the 
best. Indeed, the water was so bad that it could not 
be drunk alone : and again good Ailwin pressed a drop 
of her cherry-brandy. Mildred, however, preferred a 
cup of the broth, which, poor as it was, was all the 
better for the loaf — the only loaf of bread — ^being 
hailed ia it 
JuBt when Mildred thought ah© oaMkiA. ^\«aA«5^ *Qaa 



64 THE SETTLERS AT HOME. 

window, and watch for Oliver, Oliver came in at the 
window. He was not too tired to have his wits about 
him, as Ailwin said ; — wits, she added, that were worth 
more than hers. He had brought over some dry wood 
with him, — as much as the basket would hold ; think- 
ing that the peat-stack was probably all afloat, and the 
wood-heap wetted through. All were pleased at the 
prospect of keeping up a fire during this strange 
night. All agreed that the bridge-rope must be left 
as it was, while the flood lasted. There were wild 
animals and birds enough on the Ked-hill to last for 
food for a long while ; and there alone could they get 
fuel. 

"You can't catch game without my dog," cried 
Roger, surlily, to Ailwin ; " and my dog shan't put 
his nose to the ground, if you don't feed him well : 
and he shall be where I am, — mind you that." 

As he spoke, he opened the door to admit the dog, 
which Ailwin had put out upon the stairs, for the sake 
of her pet hen and chicks, which were all in the room. 
The hen fluttered up to a beam below the ceiling, on 
the appearance of the dog, and the chicks cluttered 
about, till Ailwin and Mildred caught them, and kept 
them in their laps. They glanced timidly at Roger, 
remembering the fate of the white hen, the day before. 
Roger did not heed them. He had taken out his 
knife, forked up the mutton out of the kettle, and cut 
off the best half for himself and his dog. 

Probably Oliver was thinking that Roger deserved 
the best they could give him, for his late services ; for 
he said, — 

^^I am sure, Roger, Mildred and I shall never for- 
^©4 — nor &ther and mother eitSoiex, ii ^vet V^isy \aioH» 
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it^ — ^what you liave done for us to-night. We might 
have died on the Ked-hill but for you." 

"Stuff!" muttered Roger, as he sat, swinging 
his legs, with his open knife in his hand, and his 
mouth crammed, — " Stuff 1 As if I cared whether you 
and she sink or swim 1 I like sport, that's alL" 

Nobody spoke. Ailwin helped the children to the 
poor broth, and the remains of the meat, shaking 
her head when they begged her to take some. She 
whispered a good deal to Oliver about cherry-brandy ; 
but he replied aloud that it looked and smelled very 
good ; but that the only time he had tasted it, it made 
him rather giddy ; and he did not wish to be giddy 
to-night ; — ^there was so much to think about ; and 
he was not at all sure that the flood had got to its 
height. He said no more, though his mind was full 
of his father. Neither he nor Mildred could mention 
tiieir Either to Ailwin to-night, even if Roger had 
been out of the way. 

Roger probably thought what Oliver did say very 
silly ; for he sat laughing as he heard it, and for some 
time after. Half an hour later, when Ailwin passed 
near him, while she was laying down a bed for Oliver, 
so that they, might be all together during this night of 
alarm, she thought there was a strong smell of 
brandy. She flew to her bottle, and found it empty, — 
not a drop left. Roger had drained it all. His head 
soon drooped upon his breast, and he fell &om his chair 
in a drunken sleep. Mildred shrank back from him 
in horror ; but Ailwin and Oliver rolled him into a 
comer of the room, where his dog lay down be- 
side him. 

Ailwin could not refrain from ^V\xi^\^asi. ^^5x^^ 
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while he lay thus powerless, and sneering in his face 
because he could not see her. 

"Don't Ailwin,— don't 1" said OUver. "Mildred 
and I should not have been here now but for him." 

" And I should not have been terrified out of my 
wit-s, for these two hours past, nor have lost my cherry- 
brandy, but for him. Mercy ! I shall never forget his 
popping up his f&ce at that window, and sending h]& 
dog in before him. I was as sure as death that the 
flood was all of their making, and that they were come 
or me, after having carried of£ my master, and as I 
thought, you two." 

" Why, Ailwin, what nonsense !" cried Mildred from 
her bed, — ^trembling all 9ver as she spoke. ^^ How 
could a boy make a flood f 

^' And you see what he has done, instead of carrying 
OS ofl^" observed Oliver. 

" Well, it is almost worth my cherry-brandy to see 
him lie so,— dead drunk, — only it would be better still 
to see him really dead. — ^Well, that may be a wicked 
thing to say ; but it is not so wicked as some things 
he has done ; — and I am so mortally afraid of him I" 

"I wish you would say your prayers, Ailwin, 
instead of saying such things : and then, perhaps, you 
would find yourself not afraid of anybody." 

" Well, that is almost as good as if the pastor had 
preached it. I will just hang up the chicks in the 
hand-basket, for fear of the dog ; and then we will say 
our prayers, and go to sleep, please God. I am sure 
we all want it." 

Oliver chose to examine first how high the water 
jsf^od In the lower rooms. He lighted a i^iece of 
wo(H^ smd found that only two ate^ oi ^\ia Xomt^^ 
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flight of stairs remained dry. Ailwin protested so 
earnestly that the waters had not risen for two or 
three hours, that he thought they might all lie down to 
sleep. Ailwin and he were the only ones who could 
keep watch. He did not think Ailwin's watching 
would be worth much ; he was so tired that he did not 
think he could keep awake ; and he felt that he should 
be much more fit for all the business that lay before 
him for the next day, if he could get a good rest now. 
So he kissed little George, as he lay down beside him, 
and was soon as sound asleep as all his companions. 



CHAPTER V. 

SUNRISE OVER THE LEVELS. 

All the party slept for some hours, as quietly and 
unoonsciously as little George himself. If the children 
were so weary that the dreadful uncertainty about 
their father's fate could not keep them awake, it is 
probable that a knowledge of their own danger might 
have &iled to disturb them. But they had little 
more idea than George himself of the extent of the 
peril they were in. They did not know that the 
Levels were surrounded by hills on every side but 
towards the sea ; or, if they knew, they did not con- 
sider this, because the hills were a great way off. But, 
whether they were fer or near, this circle of hills was 
the cause of the waters rising to a great height in 
the Levels, when once the defences that had kept out 
the sea and the rivers were broken down. As the 
MUb prevented the overflowing 'wvv.tet^ ito^TCL YVixwaMc^ 
off on three sides, it was clear ttiafc ^'^ >h%Jw2cs^ \s5»^ 
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rise to the level of the sea and the rivers from which 
they flowed in. They had not reached this height 
when the children lay down to rest, though Ailwin 
was so sure that the worst was over ; and the danger 
increased as they slept; slept too soundly even to 
dream of accidents. 

The first disturbance was from the child. Oliver 
became aware, through his sleep, that little Gteorge 
was moving about, and laughing. Oliver mur- 
mured, " Be quiet, George. Lie stiU, dear," and the 
child was quiet for a minute. Presently, however, 
he moved again, and something like a dabbling in 
water was heard, while, at the same moment, Oliver 
found his feet cold. He roused himself with a start, 
felt that his bed was wet, and turning out, was up to 
the ankles in water. By the light of the embers, he 
saw that the floor was a pond, with some shoes floating 
on it. His call woke Ailwin and Mildred at once. 
Roger did not stir, though there was a good deal of 
bustle and noise. 

Mildred's bed was so high above the floor as to be 
still quite dry. Oliver told her to stay there till he 
should settle what was to be done next : and he took 
up the child to put him with Mildred, asking her to 
strip off his drenched clothes, and keep him warm. All 
the apparel that had been taken off was luckily on the 
top of a chest, far above . the water, Oliver handed 
this to his sister, bidding her dress herself, as well as 
the child. He then carefully put the fire together, to 
make as much light as possible, and then told Ailwin 
that they must bestir themselves, as the fire would 
presently he drowned out. 
-Ailwin was quite ready to bestir TcieraeAi *, \iu\. ^^ 
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liad no idea beyond mounting on chests, chairs, and 
drawers ; unless, indeed, she thought of the beam 
which crossed the ceiling, to which she was seen to cast 
her eyes, as if envying the chicks which hung there, or 
the hen which still slept, with her head beneath her 
wing, out of present reach of the flood. 

Oliver disapproved of the plan of mounting on the 
furniture of the room. It might be all very well, he 
said, if there were nothing better to be done. But, by 
the time the water would reach the top of the chests, 
it would be impossible to get out by the door. He 
thought it would be wisest to reach the roof of the 
house while they could, and to carry with them all the 
comforts they could collect, while they might be re- 
moved in a dry condition. Ailwin agreed, and was 
going to throw open the door, when Oliver stopped her 
hand. 

" Why, Oliver," she cried, " you wont let one do 
anything j and you say, all the time, that there is not 
a minute to be lost." 

Oliver showed her that water was streaming in at 
the sides of the door, a good way higher up than it 
stood on the floor. He said that the door was a de- 
fence at present, — ^that the water was higher on the 
stairs than in the room, and that there would be a 
great rush as soon as the door should be opened. He 
wished, therefore, that the bedding, and the clothes 
from the drawers, and all else that they could remove 
to the top of the house, should be bundled up, and 
placed on the highest chest of drawers, before the 
water should be let in. They must borrow the line 
£'om the clothes' basket, to tie "!co\3jA Qc^ot^^ ^^iss^^ 
that they ixdght not lose liim Vel ttx"^ ^o\si^x^^ss^* ^'^is^ 
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other thing must be done : they must rouse Roger, 
or he might be drowned. 

Ail win was anxious that this last piece of duty- 
should be omitted : — ^not that she exactly wished that 
Boger should be drowned, — at least, not through her 
means ; but she, ignorant as she was, — ^had a supersti- 
tious feeling that Koger and his family had caused 
this flood, and that he could save himself well ^lough, 
though he appeared to be simk in a drunken sleep. 
She indulged Oliver, however, so far as to help him to 
seize the lad, neck and heels, and lay him, dripping as 
he was, upon the table. 

Before the bedding and clothes were all tied up, the 
door of the room shook so as to threaten to burst in, 
from the latch giving way. It struck everybody that 
the person who should open it would run great risk of 
being suffocated, or terribly knocked about ; and yet, 
it was hajrdly wise to wait for its bursting. Oliver 
therefore tied a string to the knob of the bolt» then 
slipped the bolt, to keep the door festened while he 
lifted and tied up the latch. The door shook more 
and more ; so, having set the window wide open, he 
made haste to scramble up to where Mildred was, wound 
the cord which was about George's waist round hia 
own arm, bade Mildred hold the child fast, and gave 
notice that he was going to open the door. It was & 
strange party, as the boy could not help noting at 
the moment, — the maid standing on the bed, hugging 
the bedpost, and staring with frightened eyes ; Roger 
snoring on the table, just under the sleeping hen oa. 
the beam ; and the three children perched on the top 
of a high chest of drawers. George took \t «2i\ iot ^^ajj^ 
— cAa new sash he had on aud tke \>o\\ki% V^bft ^qs»c. 
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and tke climbing and scrambling. He laughed and 
kicked so that Ids sister could scarcely hold hinu 

" Now for it 1" cried Oliver. 

" Oh, Oliver, stop a minute T cried Ailwin. ^ Don't 
be in such a hurry to drown us all, Oliver. Stop a 
mcnnent, Oliver." 

Oliver knew, however, that the way to drown them 
all was to stop. At the £rst pull the bolt gave way, 
the door burst open, as if it would break from its 
hinges, and a great body of water dashed in. The 
first thing the wave did was to wash Koger off the 
table ; the next, to put out the fire with a fizz, — so 
that there was no other light but the dawn, now ad- 
vancing. The waters next dashed up against the wall 
•opposite the door ; and then by the reboxmd, with less 
force, against the drawers on which the children sat. 
It then leaped out of the window, leaving a troubled 
sur£Etce at about half the height of the room. Above 
the noise, Ailwin was heard lamenting, the chicks 
cluttering, the hen fluttering, and G-eorge laughing 
and clapping his hands. 

"You have George safef said Oliver. "Very 
well ! I believe we can all get out. There is Roger's 
head above water ; and I don't think it is more than 
up to my neck ; though everybody laughs at me for 
being a short boy." 

He stepped down upon a chair, and then cautiously 
into the water. It was very nearly up to his chin. 

" That will do," said he, cheerfully. " Now, Ailwin, 
you are the tallest ; — ^please carry George out on the 
roof of the house, and stay there with him till I 
come, " 
Ailwin made many lainentat\oii& %.\»\i«TOi%\Ki i^«si 
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down into the water ; but she took good care of the 
duld, carrying Mm quite high and dry. OUver fol- 
lowed, to see that he was tied securely to the balus- 
trade on the roo£ While he was doing this, Ailwin 
brought Mildred in the same way. Mildred wanted to 
be of use below; but her brother told her the best 
thing she could do was to watch and amuse George, 
and to stand ready to receive the things saved from 
the chambers, — she not being tall enough to do any 
service in four feet of water. 

It was a strange forlorn feeling to Mildred, — ^the 
being left on the house-top in the cold grey morning, 
at an hour when she had always hitherto been asleep 
in bed. The world itself, as she looked round her, 
seemed unlike the one she had hitherto lived in. The 
stars were in the sky : but they were dim, — ^fading 
before the light of morning. There were no fields, no 
gardens, no roads to be seen ; — only grey water, far 
away on every side. She could see nothing beyond 
this grey water, except towards the east, where a 
line of low hills stood between her and the brighten- 
ing sky. Poor Mildred felt dizzy, with so much 
moving water before her eyes, and in her ears the 
sound of the current below. The house shook and 
trembled, too, under the force of the flood : so that she 
was glad to fix her sight on the steady line of the dis- 
tant hills. She spoke to George occasionally, to keep 
him quiet ; and she was ready to receive every article 
that was handed up the stairs from below : but, in all 
the intervals, she fixed her eyes on the distant hills. 
She thought how easy it would be to reach that ridge 
jf she were a bird ; and how hard it would Vie to ^.vcife 
away on this iiouse-top, or to sink to deat\i m ^i?tifi&^ 
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waters^ for want of tlie wings which, inferior creatures 
had. Then she thought of superior creatures that 
had wings too : and she longed to be an angel. She 
longed to be out of all this trouble and fear; and 
considered that it would be worth while to be drowned, 
to be as free as a bird or an angel. She resolved 
to remember this, and not to be frightened, if the 
water shoxdd rise and rise, till it should sweep her 
quite away. She thought that this might have be- 
&llen her mother yesterday. Ko boat had been seen 
on the waters in the direction of Gainsborough ; no 
sign had reached the family that any one was think- 
ing of them at a distance, and trying to save them : 
and Oliver and Mildred had agreed that it was likely 
that Mrs. Linaore had heard some report of the pull- 
ing up of the sluices, and might have been on her 
way home when the flood overtook and drowned her. 
If so, she might be now an angel. If an angel, Mil- 
dred was sure her first thought would be, as it had 
ever been, of her home and her children ; and the little 
girl looked up to see whether there was anything like 
the shadow of wings between her and the dim stars. 
She saw nothing ; but still, in some kind of hope, she 
softly breathed the words, " O, mother I mother !*' 

" Mother ! mother !" shouted little George, as he 
overheard her. 

Oliver leaped up the stairs, and inquired whether 
there was a boat, — ^whether mother was coming. 

" No, Oliver, no. I was only thinking about mo- 
ther; and so, I suppose, was George. I am afraid 
you are disappointed ; — I am sorry." 

Oliver bit his lip to prevent cr^iTi^, ^\i'i<i«vsl<l\^<5i^ 
apeak directly ; but seemed to \ie> ^^'c^^ ^«t^cS!^ ^^ 
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around the waste. He said, at last, ihaJb he had nuuij 
times thought that his mother might come in a boat : 
a«nd he thought she might still, unless .... 

'^ Unless she should be an angel now," whispered 
Mildred, — '^unless she died yesterday; and then she 
might be with us now, at this veiy moment, though 
we cannot see her ; — ^might not she V* 

"Yes, I believe so, dear. And, for one thing, I 
almost wish she may not come in a boat. Who should 
tell her that £Either was carried away into all those 
waters, without having spoken one word to us V 

" If they are both dead, do you not think they are 
together now)" asked Mildred. 

" Certainly. Pastor Dendel says that all who love 
one another well enough will live together, where they 
will never die any more." 

** And I am sure they did," said Mildred. 

" If they see us now," said Oliver, " it must make a 
great difference to them whether we are frightened and 
miserable, or whether we behave as we ought to do. 
Let us try not to be frightened, for their sakes, dear." 

" And if they are not with us all the while, God is," 
whispered Mildred. 

" O, yes ; but God knows .... God will not ex- 
pect" .... 

" Surely He will feel in some way as they do about 
us," said Mildred, remembering and repeating the verse 
Pastor Dendel had taught her. '< ^ Like as a &.ther 
pitieth his children, so the Lord pitieth them that fear 
him.'" 

"*For he knoweth our frame; he remembereth 
1^^ we are dust'" So Oliver oontAnued \3afe ^«d\ixv. 

There comes the sun!" exclaimed l&iidi^'V:^^'^^ 



^^ 
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to greet some one familial" object amidst this strange 
scene. 

The scene hardly appeared the same when the sun, 
after first peeping above the hills like a golden star, 
flamed up to its full size, and cast a broad glittering 
light over the wide waters, and into the very eyes of 
the children. They felt the warmth too, immediately; 
and it was very cheering. The eastern hills now 
almost disappeared in the sun's blaze; and those to 
the west shone very clearly ; and the southern ridge 
near Gainsborough, looked really but a little way o£ 
The children knew, however, that there were three 
full miles between them and any land, except their 
Ped-hill, and a few hillocks which peeped above the 
flood in the Levels : and there was no sign of a boat, 
£ir or near. Oliver checked a sigh, when he had con- 
vinced himself of this ; and began to look what had 
become of the people they knew in the Levels. 

Neighbour Gool's dwelling stood low ; and nothing 
was now to be seen of it but a dark speck, which might 
be the top of a chimney. It was possible that the 
whole &mily might have escaped; for Gool and his 
wife were to be at Haxey yesterday ; and they might 
there hear of the mischief intended or done to the 
-sluices, in time to save the rest of the household. 
Some of the roofs of the hamlet of Sandtoffc stood 
above the waters ; and the whole upper part of the 
chapel used by the foreigners ; and many might easily 
have found a refuge there. Further off, a conspicuous 
object was the elegant crocketed spire of one of the 
beautiful lincolnshire churches, standing high, as if 
inviting those who were dismayed \^ ^crcaa %s^ ^s^:^^ 
themeelvea in the air from \3ie daai^csa ol^Oafe^^k^ssss^ 
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Oliver wondered whether any sufferers were now 
watching the sunrise from the long ridge of the 
church-roof, or from the windows of the spire. 

One of the most curious sights was the fleets of 
haystacks that were sailing along in the courses of the 
currents. As the smaller stacks were sometimes shot 
forward rapidly, and whirled round by an eddy, while 
a large stately stack followed forwards, performing the 
same turns of the voyage, Mildred compared them to 
a duck and her ducklings in the pond, and Oliver to a 
great ship voyaging with a fleet of small crafb. . They 
saw sights far more sorrowftd than this. They grieved 
over the fine large trees — some in frill leaf — ^that they 
saw tumbling about in the torrents which cut through 
the stiller waters ; but it was yet worse to see dead 
cows, horses, pigs, and sheep carried past — some directly 
through the garden, or over the spot where the mill 
had stood. There were also thatched roo& carried 
away entire ; and many a chest, chair, and cow-rack 
— showing the destruction that had gone on during 
the night. While the distant scene was all bright and 
lovely in the sunrise, these nearer objects, thickly 
strewn in the muddy waters, were ugly and dismal ; 
and Oliver saw that it did him and his sister no good 
to watch them. He started, and said they must not 
be idle any longer. 

Just then Ailwin called from the stairs, 

" I say, Oliver, the cow is alive. I heard her low, 
I'm certain." 

"I am afraid it was only George," said Mildred. 
" He was lowing like the cow, a minute ago." 

^^Tbat might be because he la.eaTdt^^. T^aV CiCjwT 
dried Oliver, with new hope. " 1 liad xaAi^xet ^^"^^ ^^ 
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COW than anything. I will see if I cannot get into 
one of the upper rooms that looks towards the yard. 
We might have a bridge-rope from more windows 
than one. Where is Roger ] What is he fit for ^ Is 
he awake ]" 

"Awake! yes, indeed," whispered Ailwin, coming 
close up to the children. "There is more mischief 
about that boy ^an you think for. He is now on the 
stairs, with more mice, and rats, and spiders, and 
creeping things about him than I ever saw before in 
all my days. We are like to be devoured as we stand 
on our feet ; to say nothing of what is to become of us 
if we lie down." 

Mildred looked at her brother in great terror. 

" We must get rid of them, if they really do us 
hurt," said Oliver, decidedly, though with an anxious 
look. " We must drown them, if they are mischievous. 
We can do that, you know — at least with the larger 
things. They cannot get away from us." 

" Drown away !" said Ailwin, mysteriously. " Drown 
away ! The more you drown the more will come up. 
Why, did you never hear of the plagues of Egypt V^ 

" Yes, to be sure. What then T 

" I take this to be a plague of Egypt that that boy 
has brought upon us. It is his doing ; and you will 
see that, if you will just look down from where I stand, 
a,nd watch him making friends with them all." 

Mildred's eyes were on her brother's face as he stood 
where Ailwin desired him, watching Roger. After 
looking very thoughtful for some moments, he turned 
and exclaimed, — 

" There is not one word of aense in it all, Mildred. 
There is a wonderful number oi \iv^ ^jXisi^^^st^i^VftNsfc 
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sure ; and here, too, all over the roof — if you look. 
But Roger is not making friends with them. He is- 
teazing them — ^hurting all he can get hold o£ I think 
the creatures have come up here because the water 
has driven them out of their holes ; and that there would 
have been quite as many if Koger had been drowned 
in the carr. They have nothing to do with Koger,. 
or the plagues of Egypt, Mildred. Don't believe a 
word of it." 

" Then I wish Ailwin would not say such things," 
replied Mildred. 

Ailwin persisted that time would show what Boger 
was — ^to which they all agreed. Oliver observed that 
meanwhile Ailwin, who was the oldest person among 
them, should not try to frighten a little girl, who was 
the youngest of all, except Gleorge. Ailwin said she 
should keep her own thoughts ; though, to be sure, 
she need not always say what they were to everybody. 

"About this cow,'* thought Oliver aloud. "We 
must plan some way to feed her." 

" Take care I" exclaimed Mildred, as he began to 
descend the stairs. But the words were scarcely out 
of her mouth when her brother called to her that the 
water had sunk. She ran to see, and saw, with her 
own eyes, that the water did not quite come up to the 
wet mark it had left on the wall of the stairs. Ailwin 
thought but little of it — ^it was such a trifle; and 
Oliver allowed that it might be a mere accident, 
arising £rom the flood having found some new vent 
about the house ; but still, the water had sunk ; and 
that was a sight full of hope. 

"Have ycnx heard the cow low, Roger T asked 
Oliver. 
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** Yes, to be sure. She may well low ; for she must 
be biingiy enough." 

" And wet and cold enough, too, poor thing ! I am 
gcang to see whether I can find out exactly where she 
IB, and whether we cannot do something for her.*" 

Ailwin called down stairs to Oliver, to say that 
there was a washtub floating about in the room they 
had slept in. If he could And it, he might row him- 
sdf about in that, in the chambers, instead of always 
wading in the water, catching his death of cold. 

Oliver took the hint, and presently appeared in the 
tub, rowing himself with a slip of the wood he had 
brought over £rcnn the Red-hill. Koger stared at him 
as he rowed himself out of one chamber, and opened 
the door of another, entering it in fine style. Eoger 
piresently followed to see what was doing, and perhaps 
to try how he liked a voyage in a tub in a large 
chamber. 

"I see her," cried OUver, from the window. "I 
see poor cow's head, and the ridge of her back above 
water." 

B^ger came splashing to the window to look, and 
jumped into the tub, making it sink a good deal ; but 
it held both the boys very welL Roger thought the 
cow very stupid that she did not get upon the great 
dimghill behind her, which would keep her whole 
body out of the water. Oliver thou^t that, as the 
dunghill was behind her, she could not see it. He 
wished he coidd go, and put her in mind of it. He 
thought he would try to cross in the tub, if he could 
so connect it with the window as that it might be 
drawn back^ in case of his being unaUe to pass the 
^JUIe current ihssb there was between ^^ \v3<Q5f^ ^s^ 
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the ruins of the yard-buildings — of which little re- 
mained. 

" ril go, too," said Roger. 

" Either you will go, or I," said Oliver. " One must 
stay to manage the rope, in case of the tub upsetting* 
You had better let me go, Roger, because poor cow 
knows me." 

Roger, however, chose to go. Oliver asked him 
whether he could milk a cow ; because some milk 
must be got for George, if possible. He said, very 
gravely, that his poor little brother would die, he 
thought, if they could not get milk for him. 

Roger laughed at the doubt whether he could milk 
cows. He did it every day of his life, when ifishing 
and fowling, with his uncle, in the carr. Oliver 
now guessed how it was -that the milk of their good 
eow had sometimes imaccountably run short. Ailwin 
had observed that this never happened but when the 
Redfums were in the neighbourhood ; and she had 
always insisted upon it that they had bewitched the 
cow. Oliver knew that she would say so now. He 
said so much, and said it so seriously, about the neces- 
sity of milk for little George, that he thought not even 
a Redfum could have the heart to drink up all the 
milk. He gave Roger a brown pitcher for the milk, 
and helped, very cleverly, to fasten the cord to the 
tub. They passed the cord through the back of a 
heavy old-fashioned chair that stood in the room, lest 
any sudden pull should throw Oliver out of the win- 
dow ; he then established himself on the window-sill, 
above the water, to manage his line, and watch what 
Moger would do. 
J^ger pulled very skilfully j — mucla. laat^ bo, Itotsl 
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his strength and fix)m practice, than Oliver could have 
done. He avoided logs of wood, trees, and other heavy 
things that floated past ; and this was nearly all he 
did till the line had quite run out, so that he could 
not be carried any further down. Then he began dili- 
gently working his way up towards the cow. He had 
got half way to his object, when he paused a moment, 
and then changed his course — ^to Oliver's surprise ; for 
the thing which appeared to have attracted his atten- 
tion was a small copper boiler. Plenty of such things 
swept past before, and nobody had thought of wanting 
them. It was plain, however, that Koger had a fanc^ 
for this particular copper boiler ; for he carefully way* 
laid it, and arrested it with his paddle. Oliver then 
saw that some live animal leaped from the boiler into 
the tub. He saw Roger seize the boiler, and take it 
into the tub ; catch up the animal, whatever it might 
be, and nurse it in his arms ; and then take something 
out of his pocket, and stoop down. Oliver was pretty 
sure he was killing something with his knife. 

Whatever Roger was doing, he had soon done. By 
this time he had again been carried down as &r as the 
line would allow ; and the additional weight he had 
now on board his tub made it harder work for him to 
paddle up again. He did it, however, and brought 
his odd little boat into still water, between the dung- 
hill and the cow. After looking about him for a while, 
he threw out the boiler and the pitcher upon the dung- 
hill, seized a pitchfork which was stuck upright in it, 
and, his craft being thus lightened, made for the ruins 
of the cart-shed and stable. 

Of these buildings there remained only wrecks of 
the walls, and a few beams and Taft«T» ^Wi^sia^^s!^ \si. 
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the air^ or lying across each, other, without any thatch 
to cover them. Something must be left inside, how- 
ever ; for Roger was busy with his pitchfork. This 
something must be valuable, too ; for Hoger, after 
oarefully feeling the depth, jumped out of the tub, 
and went on filling it, while he stood in the water. 
Oliver thought this veiy daring, till, glancing at the 
oow, he was sure he saw more of her neck and back ; 
and, examining the wall of the house, he perceived 
that the flood had sunk some inches since Roger be* 
gan to cross. 

When the tub was heaped up with what looked like 
wet straw, Roger pushed it before him towards the 
oow, carefolly feeling his way, but never sinking so 
much as to have the water above his shoulders. 

" Capital ! Now that is clever 1" said Oliver aloud, 
as he sat at the window, and saw what Roger was 
about. " He is going to lifb her up out of the water* 
How she struggles to help herself ! She knows there 
is somebody caring for h«r ; and she will do what she 
can for herself 

This was true. Roger thrust the straw he hail 
brought xm^der the cow, with his pitchfork. He had 
to bring three loads before she could raise her whole 
body ; but then she stood, poor thing ! with only her 
trembling legs in the water. Roger turned her head 
so that she saw the dunghill just behind her, and with 
some encouragement^ made one more vigorous scramble 
to reach it. She succeeded ; and Roger whipped up 
the pitcher, and was certainly trying to milk her. She 
could not, however, be prevented £rom lying down. 
Oliver was more angry than be had almost ever been 
^ his life, when he saw Roger "kick.\i«t xengfeai^^^^^Va. 
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differexkt parts <3f her body, pull her by the tail, and 
haul np her head with a rope he had fotind in the 
stable. The poor cow never attempted to rise ; and 
it was clear that she wanted comfort, and not ill-usage; 
Oliver determined that, when Roger came back, he 
would not speak a word to him. 

Boger set about returning presently, when he 
found that nothing could be got from the cow. He 
took his boiler on board, and pulled himself in by the 
line, without troubling himself to paddle. 

When he came in at the window, he threw down 
the pitcher, swearing at himself for the trouble he had 
taken about a good-for-nothing beast that had been 
standing starving in the water till she had not a drop 
of milk to give. He looked at Oliver, as if rather 
surprised that he did not speak ; but Oliver took no 
notice of him. 

It was a hare that Itoger had in his boiler, — a hare 
that had, no doubt, leaped into the boiler when pressed 
by a still more urgent danger than sailing down the 
istream in such a boat. Roger had cut her throat 
with his pocket-kuife j and there she lay in her own 
blood. 

^ Don't you touch that," said Roger, as he landed 
his booty upon the window-sill. " If you lay a finger 
on that, it will be the worse for you. They are mine, 
— ^both puss and the boiler." 

Still Oliver did not speak. He wondered what 
Roger meant to do with these things, if nobody else 
was to touch them. 

Roger soon made it clear what his intentions were. 
He whistled to his dog, which scampered down stairs 
tc him femfi the top of the liouae \ y^ ^iS:f^^^giaak^yss^ 
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boiler into the clothes' basket, and pulled himself over 
with them to the Eed-hill, taking care to carry the 
tinder-box with him. There he made a fire, skinned 
and cooked his hare, and, with his dog, made a feast 
of it, under a tree. 

Nobody grudged him his feast ; though the children 
were sorry to find that any one could be so selfish. 
Ailwin was glad to be rid of him, on any terms ; and, 
as soon as Oliver was sure that he was occupied for 
some time to come, so that he would not be returning 
to make mischief, he resolved to go over to the cow, 
and give her something better than kicks ; — ^food, if, 
as he thought, he could procure some. Saying nothing 
to any one, he tied the tub-line to a bed-post, as being 
more trustworthy still than the heavy chair, and car- 
ried with him the great knife that the meat had been 
cut with the evening before. He made for the stable 
first, and joined the rope he knew to be there to his 
line, so as to make it twice the length it was before. 
He could now reach the field behind the stable, where 
the com, just turning from green to yellow, had been 
standing high at this hour yesterday. He had to 
paddle very carefully here, lest his tub should be 
knocked to pieces against the stone wall. But the 
wall, though not altogether thrown down, had so many 
breaches made in it, that he found himself in the field, 
without exactly knowing whether he had come through 
the gate-posts or through the wall. He lost no time 
in digging with his paddle ; and, as he had hoped, he 
turned up ears of com from under the water, which 
he could catch hold of, a handful at a time, and cut 
off with his knife. It was very tiresome, slow work ; 
and sojneidmea he was near losing \u& i^aA^Lft^ ^^i^. 
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flometimes his knife. He persevered, however : now" 
resting for a minute or two, and then eating a few of 
the ears, and thinking that only very hungry people 
could swallow them, soaked as they were with bad 
water. He ate more than he would have done, re- 
membering that the more he took now, the less he 
should want of the portion he meant to carry to the 
house, when he should have fed the cow. He hoped 
they should obtain some better food ; but, if no flour 
was to be had, and no other vegetable than this, it 
would be better than none. 

When he reached the cow, she devoured the heads of 
com ravenously. She could not have appeared better 
satisfied with the sweetest spring grass. It was a plea- 
sure to see her eyes as she lay, receiving her food from 
Oliver's hand. He emptied out all he had brought be- 
side her, and patted her, saying he hoped she would 
give George some milk in the afternoon, in return foz 
what had been done for her now. 

Oliver felt so tired and weak when he got home with 
his tub half-full of soaked com ears, that he felt as if 
he could not do anything more. He was very near 
crying when he found that there was not a morsel to 
eat ; that the very water was too bad to drink ; and 
that there was no fire, from Roger having carried off 
the tinder-box. But George was crying with hunger ; 
and that made Oliver ashamed to do the same, and 
put him upon thinking what was to be done next. 

Ailwin was the only person who, being as strong as 

Hoger, could have got anything from him by force ; 

and there was no use in asking Ailwin to cross the 

bridge-rope, or to do anything which would bring her 

nearer to the hoy she feared so toxm^ ^«s^^^Si Kkfij^ 
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Soger had carried over the clothes' basket^ without 
leaying any line to pull it back by. Oliver felt that 
he (if he were only a little less hungry and tired) 
could make the trip in a sack, or a tub, or eyen a 
kettle ; bnt a tall woman like Ailwin could cross in 
nothing smaller than the missing clothes' basket. It 
was clear that Oliyer alone could go ; and that he must 
go for the tinder-bOx before any comfort was to be 
had. ' 

He made up his mind to tliis, therefore ; and havings 
with Ailwin's help, slung the Useful tub upon the 
bridge-rope, so that he might start the first moment 
that Boger shotdd be out of sight or asleep, he rested 
himself in the window, watching what passed on the 
Bed-hin. He observed that Boger seined quite secure 
that no one could follow him, as he had carried off" 
the basket. There he lay, n^ur the fire, eating the 
meat he had broiled, and playing with his dog. It 
seemed to the hungry watchers as if he meant to lio 
ihere all day. After awhile, however, he rose, and 
sauntered towards the trees, among whi(^ he disap* 
peared, as if going to the other side of the hill, to play, 
or to set his dog upon game. 

Olivw was ofl^ sliding along the bridge-rope in his- 
tub. He did not forget to carry the line with whi<^ 
fo bring back the basket It seemed to him that 
Boger intended to live by himself on the Bed-hill * 
and to this none of the party had any objection. He 
Bad swum over to the house once^ when the stream was 
higher and more rapid than now ; and he could come 
again, if he found himself really in want of anything ; 
^o ibMt nobody need be anxious iot him. MfiKfi&QA^ 
M€^ one itt'tiiB bouBe desired Iwa ooftogaa'j. 0>\?T«t 
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therefore took with him a blanket and a rug; and a 
knife and fork for his accommodation. 

He alighted under the beech without difficulty, and 
laid down the articles he brought under the tree, 
where Roger would be sure to see them. He took the 
flint and the tinder from the tinder-box, and po<^keted 
them, leaying the steel and the box for Iloger*s use, as 
there were kniyes at home, and Boger might perhaps 
find a flint on the hill. Hiere were plenty in the 
quarry. Oliver knew he must be quick ; but he could 
not help looking round for something to eat, — some 
one of the many anfmals and birds that he knew to be 
on the hill, and heard moving about him on every side. 
But he had no means of catching any. The bones of 
the hare were lying about, picked quite clean by the 
dog ; but not a morsel of meat was lefb in sight. 

Something very precious, however, caught Oliver's 
eye ; — a great heap of pebbly gravel thrown up by the 
flood. The water in the Levels was usually so bad 
that the settlers had to filter it ; and Oliver knew that 
no water was purer than that which had been filtered 
through graveL He believed now that poor Greorge 
could have a good drink of water, at least ; and he 
scooped up with his hands enough gravel to half fill the 
tub. It took a long time to heap up as much as he 
could carry upon the rug ; and then it was hard work 
to empty it into the tub ; and he fiemcied every moment 
that he heard Eoger coming. It was A pity he did 
not know that Eoger had fallen fetst asleep in the sun, 
on the other side of the hill ; and th^t his dog lay 
-winking beside him^ not thinking of stirring. 

One thing more must be hadj-^hips for fueL 
When Oliver had got enougTa. oi \!cl<^^> «sA ^\ ^^as^s^ 
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too, he found courage and strength to stay a few 
minutes more, to make up such a fire for Koger as 
would probably last till after he should have discovered 
the loss of the flint, and so prevent his being without 
fire till he could fiiid another flint. In order to give 
him a broad hint, Oliver spread out the blanket on 
the ground, and set the tinder-box in the middle of 
it, where it would be sure to invite attention. He 
then climbed into the tub, and was glad to be ofT, 
drawing the basket with the firewood after him. 

" Here, Ailwin," said he, faintly, as he reached the 
window, '' take the fiint and the tinder, and the wood 
in the basket, and make a fire. I have brought you 
nothing to eat." 

" No need !" said Ailwin, with an uncommonly 
merry countenance. 

" You must broil the green com, unless we can 
manage to get a fowl from across the yard. But I 
really cannot go any more errands till I am rested," 
said Oliver, dismally. 

" No need, Oliver, dear !" said Ailwin again. 

"What do you think we have found to eatT cried 
Mildred, from the stairs. — " What is the matter with 
him, Ailwin ? Why does not he speak T 

" He is so tired, he does not know what to do,*^ said 
Ailwin. " No, don't get down into the water again, 
dear. Til carry you. Put your arm round my neci^ 
and m carry you.'* 

And the good-natured woman carried him up to 
th^ roof, and laid him down on a bundle of bedding 
there, promising to bring him breakfast presently. 
She threw an apron over his head, to cover it from the 
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hot sun, and bade him lie still, and not think of any- 
thing till she came. 

"Only one thing,** said Oliver. "Take particidar 
care of the gravel in the tub." 

" Gravel !" exclaimed Ailwin. " The fowls eat 
gravel ; but I don't see that we can. However, you 
shall have your way, Oliver." 

The tired boy was asleep in a moment. He knew 
nothing more till he felt vexed at somebody's trying to 
wake him. It was Mildred. He heard her say, — 

" How very sound asleep he is ! I can't make him 
stir. Here, Oliver, — just eat this, and then you can 
go to sleep again directly." 

He tried to rouse himself, and sat up ; but his eyes 
were so dim, and the light so dazzling, that he could 
not, see, at first, what Mildred had in her hands. It 
was one of her mother's best china plates,— one of the 
set that was kept in a closet upstairs ; and upon it was 
a nice brown toasted fish, steaming hot. 

" Is that for me?" asked Oliver, rubbing his eyes. 

"Yes, indeed, for who but you?" said Ailwin, 
whose smiling face popped up from the stairs. " Who 
deserves it, if you do not, I should like to know ? It 
is not so good as I could have wished, though, Oliver. 
I could not broil it, for want of butter and everything ; 
and we have no salt, you know. But, come ! eat it, 
such as it is. Come, begin 1" 

" But have you all got some tool" asked the hungry 
boy, as he eyed the fish. 

"Oh, yes, — George and all," said Mildi-ed. "We 
ate ours first, .because you were so sound asleep, we did 
not like to wake you." 
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*^ How long have I been asleep V* asked Oliver, 
beginning heartily upon his fish. "How could you 
get this nice fish? How busy you must have been all 
this time that I have been asleep f 

" All this time T exclaimed Mildred. " Why, you 
haye been asleep only half an hour ; hardly so much. 
We have only just lighted the fire, and cooked the 
fish, and fed Geordie, and put him to sleep, and got our 
own break&st ;— *«nd we were not long about that, — 
we were so very himgry ! That is all we have done 
since you went to sleep." 

" It seems a great deal for half an hour," said 
Oliver. " How good this fish is ! Wliere did you 
get it!" 

" I found it on the stairs. Ah ! I thought you 
would not believe it ; but we shall find more, I dare 
say, as the water sinks ; and then you will believe what 
you see." 

" On the stairs ! How did it get there V* 

" The same way that the water got there, I suppose, 
and the poor little drowned pig that lay dose by the 
same place. There was a whole heap of fish washed up 
at the turn of. the stairs ; enough for us all to-day* 
AiLwin said we must eat them first, because the pig will 
keep. Such a nice little clean sucking-pig !" 

"That puts me in mind of the poor sow," said 
Oliver. " I forgot her when we were busy about the 
cow. I am a£raid she is drowned or starved before 
this ; but we must see about it." 

''Not now," said Mildred. "Do you go to sleep 
again now. There is not such a hurry, as there wasy 
ihe waters are going down so fast." 

^^Are they, indeed 1 — Oh, I do not want to ^««^ «o:j 
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more. I am quite wide awake now. Are you sure the 
flood is going down?" 

'' Only look ! Look at that steep red bank on the 
Hed-hill, where it was all a green slope yesterday^ and 
covered with water this morning. Look at the little 
Bpeck of a hillock, where neighbour Gool's house was. 
We could not see that this morning, I am sure. And if 
you will oome down, you will find that there is scarcely 
any water in the upper rooms now. Qeordie might 
play at paddling there, as he is so fond of doing in his 
tub. Ailwin thinks we might sleep there to-night^ 
if we could only get everything dried." 

^' We might get many things dried before night, in 
such a sun as this. How very hot it is T 

(Miver ran down, and convinced himself that the 
flood was abating fast. It must have swelled up 
hi^er within the house than outside ; for it had sunk 
three feet in the upper rooms, and two on the outer 
wbUs of the house. Now that the worst of the danger 
seemed to be past, the children worked with fresh 
spirit, making all possible use of the sunshine for drying 
their bedding and clothes, in hopes of sleeping in a 
chamber this night, instead of on the house-top, which 
they had feared would be necessaty. Nothing could 
have made them believe, if they had been told at sim* 
rise, how cheerfully they would sit down, in the after- 
noon, to rest and talk, and hope that they might, after 
all, meet their &ther and mother again soon, alive 
and well. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

BOGEB HIS OWN MASTEB. 

Thebe lay Boger under the tree, thinking that there 
was nothing to prevent his having aU his own way 
now^ and that he was going to be very happy. He 
had always thought it hard that he could not have 
his own way entirely, and had been unsatisfied with a 
much greater degree of liberty than most people wish 
or have. 

He had hitherto led a wandering life, having no 
home duties, no school to go to, no trade to work at,— 
no garden, or other pleasure, to fix him to one spot. 
He had gone, with his uncle, from sporting on the 
moors, in one season of the year, to sporting in the 
marshes in another ; and, wild as was this way of life, 
it made his will so much wilder, that he was always 
wishing for more liberty stilL When his aunt had 
desired him to watch the kettle, as it hung over ihe 
fire near the tent, or asked him to help her in shaking 
out their bedding, or cleaning their utensils, he had 
turned sulky, and wished that he lived alone, where 
he need not be plagued about other people's affairs. 
When his uncle had ordered him to attend at a cer- 
tain spot and hour, with nets or a gun, he had been 
wont to feel himself seized with a sudden desire to 
wander in an opposite direction, or to lie half asleep 
in the sun, too lazy to work at aU. When he had 
played truant, and returned late to the tent, and foimd 
nothing better left to eat than a dry crust of bread, or 
^e cold remains of a mess of fish, lie laaA ixec\j3LaTL>\7 
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thought how pleasant it would be to have the best of 
everything for himself, and only, his dog to eat up the 
rest So this boy had often felt and thought ; and so 
would many think and feel, perhaps, if there were 
many as forlorn and friendless as he, with no one to 
love and be loYed by. Though he had had an uncle and 
aunt, he had never had a friend. He knew that they 
cared about him only because he could help to keep 
the tent, and take the game ; and, feeling this, it was 
irksome to him to be imder their orders. 

The time was now come for which he had so often 
longed. He was his own master completely. There 
was nobody near who could order or compel him to do 
anything ; while he, on his part, had an obedient ser- 
vant in his dog. The sky was blue and warm over- 
head, and the trees cast a pleasant shade. The Bed- 
hill was now an island, which he had all to himself ; 
and it was richly stocked with game, for his food and 
i^ori. Here he could have his own way, and be com- 
pletely happy, 

Such was Roger's idea when he stole the tinder-box, 
and crossed to the hill ; and this was what he said to 
himself as he cooked his meal, and when he lay down 
after it on the grass, with the bees humming round 
him, and the sound of the waters being now a pleasant 
ripple, instead of the rush and roar of yesterday. He 
desired his dog to lie down, and not disturb him ; and 
he took this opportimity to change the animal's name. 
Stephen Redfum, taking up the quarrel of the day 
against the bishops, would have the dog called 
"Bishop," and nothing else. Roger had always wished 
to caU him, " Spy/' but Bishop would never answer to 
the name of Spy, or even seem to "Vxe^x \\». '^^'^ ^V^nr- 
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ever, Bishop was to be Spy, as tliere was no one here 
to indulge the dog wjith his old name ; and Spy was 
told so many times over, and with all the devices that 
could be thought of, for impressing the &ct on his 
memory. 

This lesson being given, Hoger shut his eyes, and 
thought he would sleep as long as he chose ; but, in 
the first place, he found himself too much heated for 
sleep. He considered that it was no wonder, after 
broiling himself in making a fire to broil his hare. 
He wished animals ran about ready cooked — as fruits 
grow on the sunny side of trees. It was too bad to 
bave to bustle and toil for an hour, to get ready what 
was eaten in ten minutes ; and it juist passed through 
his mind that, whatever Kan Bedfum might have 
sometimes said and done to him, she had usually ssved 
him all trouble in cooking, and had had his meals 
ready for him whenever he chose to be at the tent at 
meal times. He rose^ and thought he could find a 
cooler place, further under the trees. 

He did so^ and again lay down. Sleep began to 
steal over him ; and, at the same time, the thought 
crept into his mind that he should never more see 
Stephen Bedfum. The ideas that come when one is 
dropping asleep are very vivid ; and this one startled 
Boger so, that Spy found it out^ and pricked up his 
ears, as if at some alarm. This thought would not go 
away; for it so happened that the last words that 
Stephen and Boger had spoken together were angry 
ones. Stephen had ordered Boger to carry the fry 
they had fished for manure to a field, where he had 
pronmed to deposit it by a certain time. Bo^er had 
been sure that the fish would \>e \>eUex ior \^m^ '^iv 
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the sun a while longer, and refused to touch it. No 
matter which was right about the manure ; both were 
wrong in being angry. Stephen had said that Boger 
was a young rascal, who would never come to good ; 
and Boger had looked impertinently in his uncle's 
Heuce, while whistling to the dog to come with him, 
and make sport among the water-fowL It was that 
£^e — that countenance of his uncle's, as he had last 
seen it, which was before Boger's eyes now, as he lay 
dozing. With it came the angry tones of Stephen's 
Toice, saying that he would never come to good. 
Mixed and confused with this was the roar of a 
coming flood, and a question (how and whence spoken 
he knew not) whethex his imcle might not possibly 
have been saved, if he had not, against orders, carried 
sway Bishop — for the dog was still Bishop in his 
master's dreams.] 

Boger started bolt upright, and looked about him. 
He felt very tired ; but he thought he would not lie 
down again just yet. It was odd that he could not 
get sound asleep, so tired as he was. If he should not 
sleep better than this at night, what shoidd he do f 
He wished he had some more of that woman's cherry* 
brandy. He had slept sound enough after drinking 
that. It was well for Boger that he was not now 
within reach of intoxicating liquors — ^the state of his 
mind would probably have made a drunkard of him. 

His mind ran strangely on his unde, and his uncle's 
last looks and words, even as he stood wide awake, 
and staring at the beehives. A rustle in the briers 
behind him made him jimip as if he had been shot. It 
was only a partridge taking wing. 

^' Whirr away J" said B-oger to \i<es. ^^X^-ss^ ^5wal\i 
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go far. YoTi will have to light again upon my island. 
You all belong to me — ^you swarming creatures ! You 
may run about awhile, and flutter away a bit ; but 
you will all belong to me at last, with Spy to help 
me. I'll have some sport, now. Here, Spy ! Spy !" 

Spy had disappeared, and did not come when called. 
A whistle brought him, however, at last. He came 
out of the thicket, licking his chops. Being com- 
manded to bring his game, he soon produced two 
rabbits. It was easy work for the dog to catch them; 
for the poor creatures had no holes here. They had 
come to this raised ground from a warren some way 
off, where they had been soaked out of their holes. 

Spy was praised for everything but not answering 
to his name. For that he was lectured, and then sent 
off again, to try what he could find. He brought in 
prey of various kinds ; for he could not stir among 
the trees without starting some. During the fun, as 
Boger thought it, while the terrified birds were flut- 
tering among the branches of the trees, and the scared 
animals bursting through the thicket, Koger resolved 
that he would not plague himself with any more 
thoughts of Stephen and Nan. If they were drowned, 
it was none of his doing ; and, as for Stephen's anger 
yesterday, there was nothing new in that; Stephen 
was angry every day of his life. He would not be 
scared out of his sleep any more by nonsense. He 
would not give up having his own way to see Stephen 
and Kan tuider these very trees ; and, as he had got 
his own way at last, he would enjoy it. 

This mood went on till there was such a heap of 
dead animals, that Boger began to think whether he 
could akin tbem ailj and clean tlieVr %^b:^ m ^kxj^ Vo^k 
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weather as this, before they were unfit for any use. 
As for eating them, here was twenty times as much 
food as could be eaten while it was good. He did just 
remember the children and Ailwin, and how much 
they probably wanted food ; but he settled that it was 
no business of his ; and he was not going to trouble 
himself to leave his island for anybody. He would 
call in Spy, and tie him up ; for there must be no 
more game killed to-day. 

Spy did not come for any calling, — for anything 
short of the well-known whistle, as Roger would not 
utter the name of Bishop. Roger grew very angry at 
being obeyed no better than this ; and his last whistle 
was so shrill that the dog seemed to know what it 
threatened, I'efused to answer it as long as he dared, 
and then came unwillingly, with fear in every atti- 
tude. He gave a low whine when he saw his master ; 
as he had good reason to do. Roger tied him to a 
tree, and then gave loose to his passion. He thrashed 
the dog with a switch till the poor creature's whine 
was heard and pitied by the children and Ailwin on 
their house top ; and there is no knowing how long 
the whipping might not have gone on, if the animal 
had not at last turned furious, and snapped at Roger 
in a way which made him think of giving over, and 
finding something else to do with his sovereignty. 

He found it was rather dull work, so £ar, having all 
his own way, in an island of his own. At last, he be- 
thought himself of an amusement he had been fond of 
before he lived so much in the moors and the carrs. 
He bethought himself of bii*dsnesting. It was too 
late for eggs ; but he thought the bird-families might 
not have all dispersed. Here vjeice ^<evite^ ^iHit^^^^ 
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and they must be fall of birds ; for, though they were 
silent to-day (he did wish the plsKse was not quite so 
silent!) they sometimes sent their warblings so far 
over the carr, that Nan Kedfum would mention them 
in the tent. He would see what ailed them, that they 
would not give him any music to-day. By incessant 
cooing, he obtained an answer from one solitary pigeon; 
which he took advantage of to climb the tree, and look 
for the nest. He found a nest ; but there was nothing 
in it. He climbed several trees, and found abundance 
of nests ; but all deserted. Except his solitary pigeon 
(which presently vanished), there appeared to be not a 
winged creature in all those trees. The birds had been 
frightened away by the roar of the flood of yesterday; 
and, perhaps, by seeing the fields, to which they had 
been wont to resort for their food, all turned into a 
waste of muddy waters. 

Roger threw to the ground every empty nest he^ 
found, from the common inability of a boy to keep his 
hands off a bird's-nest. When he was tired of climb- 
ing trees, he picked up all the scattered nests, and laid 
Uiem in a long row on the grass. They looked dismal 
enough. It is disagreeable to see a range of houses lefb 
half-built (such as may be seen in the neighbourhood 
of large towns), with the doorways gaping, and the 
window-spaces empty, and roofe hardly covering in the 
dark inside ; but such a row of houses is less dianal 
than Roger's array of birds'-nests. There is something 
in the very make of a bird's-nest which rouses thoughts 
of blue or red-spotted eggs, of callow young birds, with 
their large, hungry eyes and beaks, or of twittering 
£edglmgs, training for a summer life of ^^leajsiire. To* 
JB^e, instead of these, their ailent emigitY \^^-dk^53i:£^ 
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extended in a long row, would be enough, to make 
any one dull and sad. So Koger found. He kicked 
them into a heap under a tree, and thought that they 
would make a fine crackling fire. He would bum 
them, every one. 

While he was wondering whether any birds would 
come back to miss their nests, it struck him that he 
had not thought how he was to pass the night. It 
was nothing new to him to sleep in the open air. He 
liked it best at this season. But he had usually had 
a rug to lie upon, with the tent over him; or a 
blanket ; or, at worst, he had a sack to creep into. 
The clothes he had on were old and thin ; and, as he 
looked at them, it made him angry to think that he 
was not to have everything as he liked it, after aU. 
Here he should have to pass a cold night, and with 
nothing between him and the hard ground. He thought 
bf gathering leaves, moss, and high grass, to roll him* 
self up in, like a squirrel in its hole; but the trouble 
was what he did not like. He stood listlessly think- 
ing how much trouble it would cost to collect moss 
and leaves for the purpose ; and, while he was so think* 
ing, he went on pelting his dog with birds'-nests, and 
seeing how the angry dog, imable to get loose, enapped 
up and shook to pieces the nests which fell within his 
reach. 

Boger knew that he ought to he skinning some oi 
the dead animals, if he really meant to secure all their 
skins, before it was too late ; but this also was trouble* 
soma Instead of doing this, Jhe went rounds the hill 
to see what the linacres were about, resolving by no 
means to appear to see them, if they ^hAuld^ making 
signs Brom the window to "have \3aft ^^ti'^ \»^ ^^sd^ 

1—^ 
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that he Lad carried away. On coming out of the shade 
on that side of the hill, he was surprised to see smoke 
still going up from his fire, considering that the fire 
was nearly out when he had left it. Something more 
strange met his eye as he ran forward. There was the 
nice clean blanket spread out on the ground, with the 
tinder-box in the middle. 

" Somebody has been here !" cried Roger, much 
offended. " What business has anybody in my island ? 
Coming when my back is turned! If I had only 
heard them coming to meddle !" 

Just then, his eye fell on the rug, blanket, and knife 
and fork left by Oliver, — the very accommodation he 
had been wishing for, and more. When he felt the 
thick warm rug, he gave over his anger at some one 
having entered his island without his leave, and, for a 
moment, again felt pleased and happy. But when he 
saw that the bridge-basket was gone — ^that other people 
had the means of coming in upon him when they 
pleased — ^he was more angry than he had been all day. 

" However," thought he, " I got over to the house 
before any one else crossed the water ; and I can. do 
the same again whenever I please. I have only to 
Jlwim over with Spy, and bring away anything I like, 
while they are busy on the other side, about their good- 
for-nothing cow, or something. That will be tit-for- 
tat.'' 

He. was doubly mistaken here. His going over to 

steal comforts from the linacres would not be tit-for- 

tat for Oliver's coming over to his father's hill, to 

bring away his mother's clothes' basket, and leave com* 

forta for an unwelcome visitoxl ]S[eithe>T could BAger 

now . enter the Linacres' dweY^ug ^wViQii \i<^ ^<eAaft^ 
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by swimming the stream. He saw this, when he ex- 
amined and considered. The water had sunk so as te 
show a few inches of the top of the entrance-door and 
lower windows. It was not high enough to allow of 
his getting in at the upper-window, as he did yester- 
day; and too high for entrance below. The stream 
appeared to be as rapid and strong as ever; and it 
shot its force through the carr as vehemently as at 
first ; for it was almost or quite as deep as ever. It 
had worn away soil at the bottom of its channel, to 
nearly or quite the same depth as it had sunk at the 
surface ; so that it was still working against the walls 
and foimdation of the house, and the soil of the hiU, 
with as much-force as during the first hour. When 
ErOger examined the red precipice from which he looked 
down upon the rushing stream, he perceived that not 
a yard of Linacre^s garden could now be in existence. 
That garden, with its flourishing vegetables, its rare, 
gay, sweet flowers, and its laden fruit trees, — ^that 
garden which he and Stephen could not help admiring, 
while they told everybody that it had no business in 
the middle of their carr, — ^that garden, its earth and 
its plants, was all spread in ruins over the marsh; and 
instead of it would be found, if the waters could be 
dried up, a deep, gravelly, stony watercourse, or a 
channel of red mud. Boger wondered whether the 
boy and girl were aware of this fiite of their garden ; 
or whether they supposed that everything stood fast 
and in order under the waters. He wanted to point 
out the truth to them ; and looked up to the chamber 
window, in hopes that they might be watching hiiA 
from it. No one was there, however. On glancing 
higher, he saw them sitting m^Jom \5ttft "Swi^^s^jc^^ ^sow 
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the roo£ They were all looking another way, and not 
appearing to think of him at all. He watched them 
for a long while ; but they never turned towards the 
Bed-hilL He could have made them hear by call- 
ing ; but they might think he wished to be with them, 
or wanted something fi-om them, instead of understand- 
ing that he desired to tell them that their pretty 
garden was destroyed. So he began to settle with him- 
self which of his dead game he would have for supper, 
and then fed his fire, in order to cook it. He now 
thought that he should have liked a bird for supper, — 
a pheasant or partridge, instead of a rabbit or leveret^ 
of which he had plenty. He felt it very provoking 
that he had neither a net nor a gun, for securing fea- 
thered game, when there was so much on the hill ; so 
that he must put up with four-footed game, when he 
had rather have had a bird. There was no bread, 
either, or vegetables; but he minded that less, because 
neither of these were at hand, and he had often lived 
£:>r a long time together on animal food. During the 
whole time of his listless preparations for cooking his 
supper, he glanced up occasionally at the roof; but he 
liever once saw the party look his way. He thought it 
very odd that they shotdd care so much less about him, 
than he knew they did when Stephen and he came 
into the carr. They neither seemed to want him nor 
io fear him to-day. 

At length he went to set Spy loose, in order to feed 

him, and to have a companion : for he felt rather dull, 

while sdeing how busily the party on the house-top 

were talking. When he returned with Spy, the sun 

Aad det, and there was no one on tYie l[i<ei\]ia^tQ>^. A. 

Ahrt light from, the chamber "wmdow tcA.d^iXv«X, k^'^im 
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tmd the children were there. Boger wondered how 
they had managed to kindle a fire, while he had the 
tinder-box. He learned the truth, soon after, by up- 
setting the tinder-box, as he moved the blanket. The 
steel fell out ; and the flint and tinder were found to 
be absent. In his present mood, he considered it a 
prodigious impertinence to impose upon him the labour 
of finding a flint the next day, and the choice whether 
to make tinder of a bit of his shirt, or to use shavings 
of wood instead. He determined to show, meanwhile 
that he had plenty of Are for to-night, and therefore 
heaped it up so high, that there was some danger that 
the lower branches of the ash under which he sat 
would shrivel up wilJi the heat. 

No blaze that he could make, however, could con^ 
ceal from his own view the cheerful light jfrom the 
chamber window. There was certainly a good Gxe 
within ; and those who sat beside it were probably 
better companions to each other than Spy was to him. 
The dog was dull and would not play; and Roger 
himself so<m felt too tired, or something, to wish to 
play. He could not conceal from himself that he 
ishould much like to be in that chamber from which 
the Hght shone, even though there was no cherry- 
l>fandy there now. 

The stars were but just beginning to drop into 
the sky, and the waste of waters still looked jellovr 
and bright to the west ; but Roger's first day of having 
his own way had been qxute long enough ; and ha 
«pread his rug, and rolled Mmself in his blanket for 
the night. Spy, being invited, drew near, and lay 
down too. Roger was still over-heated^ from having 
inade snch an enormous fire \ \>ut\i<& i&»SS^\TS^^^Sa^ 
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head in his blanket, as if he was afraid lest even his 
dog should see that he was crying. 




CHAPTER VII. 

BOGER NOT HIS OWN MASTER. 

More than once, during the long night, Roger heaixl 
strange sounds ; and Spy repeatedly raised his head, 
and seemed uneasy. Above the constant flow of the 
stream, there came occasionally a sort of roar, then a 
rumble and a splash ; and the stream appeared to flow 
on faster. Once Roger rose, in belief that the house, 
— ^the firm, substantial, stone house^ — ^was washed 
down. But it was not so. There was no moon at the 
time of night when he looked forth ; but it was clear 
starlight ; and there stood the dark mass of the build- 
ing, in the midst of the grey waters. Roger vowed 
he would not get up from his warm rug again, on any 
false alarm; and so lay till broad daylight,. sometimes 
quite asleep, and sometimes drowsily resolving that he 
would think no more of uncle Stephen, except in the 
day-time. 

Soon after sunrise, however, a renewed rumble and 
splash roused him to open his eyes wide. What he 
saw made him jimip up, and run to the edge of the 
precipice, to see all he could. The greater part of the 
roof of the house was gone ; and there were cracks 
in the solid stone walls through which the yellow sun- 
j^iine found its way. One portion of the wall leaned 
iQj another leaned out towarda t\i^ YfaXjSt. M, %x^\* 



BQGEB KOT HIS OWN MASTEB. 105 

£oger expected to see the whole building crumble 
down into the stream, and supposed that the inhabi- 
tants might be swept quite away. He gazed with the 
strange feeling that not a creature might be now left 
alive in that habitation. 

Roger's heart sank within him at the idea of his 
own solitude, if this were indeed the case. He had 
nothing to fear, for his own safety. The Red-hill 
would not be swept away. He could live as he was 
for a long time to come ; till some steps should be 
taken for repairing the damage of the flood ; till some 
explorera should arrive in a boat ; which he had no 
doubt would happen soon. It was not about his own 
safety that Roger was anxious ; but it frightened him 
to think of being entirely alone in such a place as this, 
with the bodies of all whom he knew best lying under 
the waters on every side of him. If he could have 
Oliver with him to speak to, or even little George, it 
would make all the difference to him. He really hoped 
they were left alive. When he began to consider, he 
perceived that the bridge-rope remained, stretched as 
tight as ever. The chamber window, and indeed all 
that wall of the house, looked firm and safe ; and such 
roof as was left was over that part. This was natural 
enough, as the violence of the flood was much greater 
on the opposite side of the house than on the garden 
side. The staircase was safe. It was laid open to 
view very curiously ; but it stood upright and steady; 
and, at length, to Roger's great relief, Mildred ap- 
peared upon it. She merely ran up to fetch something 
from the roof ; but her step, her run and jump, was, 
to Roger's mind, different from what it would have 
been if she had been in great «ifti^\Jwaii o^ i^^ax. "Vs^. 
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Ids pleasure at this, he snatched his cap from his head, 
and waved it : but the little girl was veiy busy, and 
she did not see him. It was odd, Koger said to him- 
self, that the linacres were always now thinking of 
everything but him, when formerly they could never 
watch him enough. 

After a while he descended the bank, to fill his 
boiler with water. It was necessary to do this for 
fiome time before drinking, in order that the mud 
might settla Even after standing for several hours, 
the day before, the water was fiu: from dear ; and it 
was very &,r from sweet. This was nothing new to 
Boger, however, who had been accustomed to drink 
water like this as often as he had been settled in the 
<carr, though he had occasionally been allowed to mix 
with it some gin from his nucleus bottle. He was 
thirsty enough this morning to drink almost anything ; 
but he did think the water in the boiler looked parti- 
<nilarly muddy and disagreeable. Spy seemed as 
thirsty as himself, and as little disposed to drink of the 
stream as it ran below. He pranced about the boiler, 
ss if watching for an opportunity to wet his tongue, if 
his master should turn his back for a minute. 

The opportunity soon came; for Hoger saw the 
bridge-basket put cmt of the window by Ailwin ; after 
which, Oliver got into it. Ailwin handed him some- 
thing, as he pulled away for the Bed-hilL With a 
skip and a jump Boger ran to the beach to await 
him. 

" Pull away ! That's right ! Glad to see- you !'* eoc- 
claimed Boger. " Halloo^ Spy ! Down, sir ! Pleased 
to see jroUy Oliver." 
Oliver was glad to hear theae "woiAa, l&ft ^^ ^^ 
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know bnt that be miglit have been met by abuse and 
Tiolenoe;, for having earned home the basket. 

*^ Would you like some milk )" asked Oliver^ as he 
came near. 

*' Ay, that I should," replied Roger. 

" Leave yonder water to your dog, then, and drink 
this," said Oliver, handing down a small tin can. " Tou 
must let me have the can, though. Almost all our 
kitchen things floated out through the wall, at that 
breach that you see, during the night. Tou must 
give me the can again, if you would like that I should 
bring you some more milk this afternoon. The poor 
eow is doing but badly, and we cannot feed her as we 
should like : but she has given milk enough for George 
this morning, with a little to spare for us and you. 
Tou seem to like it," he added, laughing to see how 
Boger smacked his lips over the draught. 

" That I do. It is good stuf^ I know," said Eoger, 
as he drained the last drop. 

" Then I will bring you some more in the afternoon, 
if there is any to spare &om poor George's supper." 

"That's a pity. TouVe enough to do, I think. 
Suppose I come over.- Eh ?" 

" There is something to be said about that," replied 
Oliver, gravely. " We do not want to keep what we 
have to ourselves. We have got a chest of meal, this 
morning." 

" A (^est of meal 1" 

'^ Tes : a large chest, and not wet at all, except an 

inch deep all round the outside. We caught it just 

now, as it was floating by ; and we should like you to 

have some of it, as you have no bread here : but you 

knowy Roger, you kicked out "poot co^ ^^tsai^Sask^^aSk 
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too weak to stand ; and you carried away our tinder- 
box when you knew we had no fire. We don't want 
to have you with us to do such things : and so. I think 
I had better bring you some of the meal over here. 
And yet it is a pity; for the broth that Ailwin is 
making will be very good." 

" m come over," said Roger. " I am stronger than 
you, and I can help you to feed the cow, and every- 
thing." 

" I can do all that, with Ailwin to help : and I am 
sure Mildred had much rather you should stay here, 
unless you behave differently. And poor little Greorge, 
too ! he is not weU, and we do not like that he should 
be frightened." 

" I sha'n't frighten him or anybody, you'll see. You 
had better let me come ; and Spy and I will bring you 
a lot of game." 

" We don't want any game, at present. We have 
plenty to eat." 

*'You had better let me come and help you. I 
wont hurt George, or anything. Come, I promise you 
you sha'n't repent doing me a good turn." 

** Then you shall come, Roger.. But do remember 
that Mildred is only a little girl ; and consider poor 
Geordie too ; he is quite ill. You wont tease him ? 
Well, here's the line. Come as soon as you please, 
after I am landed." 

Oliver had been in the basket, out of reach, during 
this conversation. He now flung down the basket line, 
and returned. Roger was not long in following, with 
some of his game, some firewood, and his dog. He 
JeR his bedding hidden in the thicket, and the tinder- 
bpjc In a dry hole in a tree, tihat "he mi^\. wycaft\i%«^ 
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to his island at any time, in case of quarrel with the 
Linacres. 

Poor little George did indeed look ill. He was 
lying across Mildred's lap, very fretful, his cheeks 
burning hot, his lips dry, and his mouth sore. Ailwin 
had put a charm round his neck the day before ; but 
he did not seem to be the better for it. Busy as she 
was, she tied on another the moment she heard from 
Oliver that K;Oger was coming. When Roger and the 
basket darkened the window, Ailwin and Mildred 
called out at once, " here he is !" George turned his 
hot head that way, and repeated " here he is I 

" Yes, here I am ! and here's what I have brought," 
said Roger, throwing down two rabbits and a leveret. 
He took up the leveret presently, and brought it to 
George, that he might feel how soft the fur was. The 
^hild flinched from him at flrst, but was persuaded, at 
length, to stroke the leveret's back, and play with its 
paws. 

'^ That boy has some good in him after all," thought 
Ailwin, "unless this be a trick. It is some trick, 
ril be bound." 

" You are tight and dry enough here," said Roger, 
glancing round the room. " By the look of the house 
from, the hill, I thought you had been all in ruins." 

The minds of Ailwin and Mildred were full of the 
events of the night ; and they forgot that it was Roger 
they were speaking to when they told what their 
terrors had been. Ailwin had started up, in the 
middle of the night, and run to the door; and, on 
opening it, had seen the stars shining bright down 
mto the houBe. The roof of the other side of the 
house was clean gone. When. T&Si^a^ ViO«j^ ^s^ 
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from the same place at sunrise, she saw the water 
spread almost under her feet. The floor of the knd* 
ing-place, and the ceiling of one of the lower rooms had 
been broken up, and the planks were floating about. 

" Where are they f asked Roger, quickly. " To be 
sure you did not let them float ofl*, along with the 
kitchen things that got away through the wall ?" 

Mildred did not know that any care had be^i taken 
of the planks. Boger was off to see, saying that they 
might be glad of every foot of plank they could lay 
their hands on. 

Ailwin and Mildred saw no more of either of 
the boys during the whole morning. They might 
have looked out to discover what was doings but tiiot 
neither of them liked the sight of the bare raftera over 
head, or of the watery precipice at their feet. So 
Ailwin went on making cakes of a curious sort, as 
she said ; cakes of meal, made up with milk and water^ 
without either yeast or salt. They would not be 
spoiled by the water ; that was all that could be ^d 
for them. The water which was Altered through 
gravel turned out quite good enough to be used in 
cooking, and even for poor George to drink, so very 
thirsty as he was. While the fowl simmered in the 
pot, and the cakes lay toasting on the hob, Ailwin 
busied herself in making the beds, and then in rub> 
bing, with her strong arm, everything in the roon^ 
helping the floor, the walls and the fomiture to dry 
from the wetting of yesterday. From the smell, she 
said, she should have thought that everything in tho 
house was growing mouldy before her face. They were 
all aware that the bad smell wbicl[i t\ie;y \^aA oV^^-rr^ 
jresterdsLy, was growing worae ^iyery "Vioxit. "B»%«t\MM^ 
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boen miicli struck with it the moment he entered the 
window. 

When the boys at length appeared, to say how 
hungry they were, they burst in more like two school- 
fellows who have been trying a new game, than 
little lads on whom others were depending for sub- 
sistence in the midst of a heavy calamity. They had 
made a raft — a real stout, broad raft, which would be 
of more use to them (now the currents were slackening) 
than anything they had attempted yet. Oliver told 
that among the many things which the current brought 
from poor neighbour GooFs, was a lot of harness from 
his stables. Boger had seen at once what strong fasten- 
ings this harness would miake for their raft. They had 
then crossed to their own stable, and found theirown suit 
of harness hanging safe against the wall which remained. 
They had tied their planks to three stout beams, which 
they had pulled out from the ruined part of their 
house walL It had been pretty hard work ; but the 
raft was secure, and well &stened, moreover, to a door- 
post, with a long line ; so that they might row about 
without having always to be looking that they were 
not carried abroad into the carr. Oliver really 
thought it was almost as good as having a boat. Koger 
protested that it was better, because it would hold 
more goods : but the brother and sister could not 
think that the raft was the best of the two, when they 
remembered that a boat would carry them, perhaps; 
to their mother's arms. Oliver knew what Mildred 
was thinking of when he said, — 

" We must not dream of getting away on our raft, 
dear. It would upset in the curcewt^ tyrentY timfia^ 
between tbia place and Hlq IuIIb '' 
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"Well, what of thatl" said Roger. "Who wants 
to get to the hills 1 We have got all we want for a 
good while here. We can take our pleasure, and 
live as free as wild-ducks in a pond that nobody comes 
near." 

Roger was quite in spirits and good humour. It 
may seem strange that a boy who was so lazy the day 
before, as to wish that hares ran about ready roasted, 
should work so hard this day at so severe a job as 
making a raft. But it was natural enough. There is 
nothing interesting to a dull and discontented person, 
all alone, in preparing a meal for his own self to eat : 
but there is something animating in planning a clever 
job, which can be set about immediately — a ready and 
willing companion being at hand, to help, and to talk 
with. There was also something immediate to be 
gained by finishing this raft. One thing or another 
was floating by every quai-ter of an hour, which it 
would be worth while to seize and bring home. As 
Roger saw, now a haycock, and now a man's hat, 
float by, he worked harder and harder, that as few 
treasures as possible might be thus lost Oliver felt 
much in the same way, particularly from his want of 
a hat or cap. Ailwin had made him tie a handker- 
chief round his head; but it heated him, without 
saving him much from the scorching of the sun 
on his head, and the glare from the waters to his 
eyes. 

Ailwin had looked for some compliments to her 

cookery from the hungry boys; but they forgot, in 

their eagerness about the I'afb, that it was a treat 

m these d&ys to have meal-cakea *, and they ate 

and talked, without thinking mviiQ^i oi n?\».\. V\» ^w^ 
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that they were putting into their mouths. When 
they went off again to see what they could find, it is 
not to be told how Mildred would have liked to go 
with them. She did not want her dinner, to which 
Ailwin said they two would now sit down comfortably. 
She did not now mind the precipice and the broken 
walls, and the staring rafters. She longed to stand 
somewhere, and see the boys take prizes in the stream. 
She had held poor Oeorge all the morning ; for he 
would not let her put him on the bed. Her back 
ached, her arms were stiff, and her very heart was 
sick with his crying. He had been fretting or wailing 
ever since daylight ; and Mildred felt as if she could not 
bear it one minute longer, ^ust then she heard a 
laugh from the boys outside; and Ailwin began to 
sing, as she always did when putting away the pots 
and pans. Nobody seemed to care : nobody seemed 
to think of her ; and Mildred remembered how diffe^ 
rent it would have been if her mother had been there. 
Ser mother would have been thinking about poor 
Creorge all the morning : but her mother would have 
thought of her too ; would have remembered that 
she must be tired ; and have cheered her with talk, 
or with saying something hopeful about the poor 
baby. 

When Ailwin stopped her loud singing, for a mo- 
ment, while considering in which comer she should set 
down her stew-pan, she heard a gentle sob. Looking 
round, she saw Mildred's face covered with tears. 

" What's the matter now, dear 1" said she. " Is the 
baby worse 1 No, — ^he don't seem worse to me." 

"I don't know, Fm sure. But, Ailwin, I am so 
tired, I don't know what to do *, Mid.\ca2KDL<:i\»\5«^ Vi 
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hear him cry so. He has been crying in tiiis wb,j all 
to-day; and it is the longest day I ever knew." 

" Well, I'm sure I wish we could think of anything 
that would quiet him. If we had only his go-cart, 
now, or his wooden lamb, with the white wool upon it, 
that he is so fond of. . . . But they are under water, 
below." 

" But if you could only take him for a little while, 
Ailwin, I should be so glad 1 I would wash up all 
your dishes for you." 

"Take him ! O, that's what you are at? To be 
sure I will ; and I might have thought of that before^ 
— only I had my pans and things to put away. TU 
wash my hands now directly, and take him :— only, 
there is not much use in washing one's hands ; this fool 
damp smell seems to stick to everything one touches. 
It is that boy's doing, depend upon it. He is at tho 
bottom of all mischief — Ay, Mildred, you need not 
object to what I say. After what I saw of him yester- 
day mominfi^, with all that plasnie of animals about 
hiLatheLrs,youwiUne^2%«aderae that he 
has not some league with bad creatiires, a good way 
off. I don't half like Oliver's being with him on the 
raft, in the stream there. That raft was wonderfulfy 
ready made for two slips of boys." 

" They had the planks ready to their hands," said 
Mildred, trembling ; ''and leather harness and ropes to 
tie it with. I think they might to do it as they laaid^ 
What harm do you suppose will happen, Ail¥dn t I 
am sure Oliver would do nothing wrong, about making 
the raft, or anything else. — O dear ! I wiah Gecnrgi 
would not cry so !" 
'^JBTei^ give hlDDL to me," Bai4iLV3Ewxi»^\tf4>M^TiKm 
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vafilied her liands^ and taken off her cooking apron* 
^ There, go jon, and finish the dishes, and then to 
play, — ^there's a dear ! And don't think about Greorge, 
or about Boger, anfl the raft, or anything that will vex 
you, — ^there's a dear 1" 

Ailwin gave Mildred a smacking kiss, as she received 
little (Jeorge fix)ni her ; and, though Mildred could 
not, as she was bid, put away all vexing thoughts, she 
was cheered by Ail win's good-will. 

She had soon done washing the few plates they had 
used, though she did the washing with the greatest 
care, because it was her mother's best china, brought 
from Holland, and kept in the upstairs cupboard, — 
ready, as it now seemed, to serve the present party, 
who must otherwise have gone without plates and 
cups, their common sets being all under water, — ^broken 
to pieces, no doubt, by this time. — George was already 
qtiieter than he had been aU day ; so that Mildred felt 
the less scruple about going out to amuse herself,— -or 
rather, to wstch her brother ; for she hardly dared to 
take any pleasure in the raft, after what Ailwin had 
said ; though she kept repeating to herself that it was 
all nonsense, such as Ailwin often talked ; such as 
Mrs. Linacre said her children must neither believe nor 
laugh at. 

Mildred went at once to the top of the staircase, 
which stood up firm, though the building had fallen 
away on almost every side of it. It was rather a giddy 
affair at first, sittrag on the top stair of a spiral stair- 
^5ase, of which part of the walls were gone, while the 
bare rafteora of the roof let the water be seen through 
them. Mildred soon grew accustomed to her place, 
however, and £xed her eves on ftie t^.^'wsJQcL'^'^^^^i^A. 

% — % 
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boys were plying in the stream. She supposed they 
had caught a hay-cock ; for the cow was eating, very 
industriously, — ^no longer on the dung-lull, but on a 
slip of ground which had been left 'dry between it and 
the stable. The cow had company to share her good 
cheer: whether invited or uninvited, there was no 
saying. A strange pony was there ; and a sheep, and 
a well-grown calf. These animals all pressed upon ono 
another on the narrow space of ground, thrusting their 
heads over or under one another's necks, to snatch 
the hay. 

"How hungry they are T thought Mildred, "and 
how they tease one another !" She then remembered 
having read of men starving in a boat at sea, who be- 
came as selfish as these animals in snatching from one 
another their last remaining morsels of food. She 
hoped that she and Oliver should not be starved, at 
last, in the middle of this flood : but if they were, she 
did not believe that Oliver and she could ever sniEitch 
food from each other, or help themselves before 
Geordie, whatever Roger might do, or even Ailwin. 
Ailwin was very kind and good-tempered ; but then 
she was apt to be so very hungry ! However, there 
was no occasion to think of want of food yet. 
The meal which had been wetted, round the sides and 
under the lid of the chest, served well to feed the 
fowls; and they seemed to find something worth 
picking up in the mud and slime that the waters had 
leffc behind as they sank. The poor sow had farrowed 
too. She and her little pigs were foimd almost dead 
with hunger and wet : but the meal chest had come 
just in time to save them. Ailwin had said it was 
worth while to spare tloLem aonoift oi ^2!afe ts^<»5l\ 
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for the little jrfg»^ if their mother was well fed, would 
give them many a good dinner. There was no occasion 
to fear want of food at present. 

The boys were on their raft in the middle of the 
stream, working away with their broad paddles, evi- 
dently wishing to catch something which was floating 
down. Mildred conld see only a small tree bobbing 
about, sonietimes showing its roots above water, and 
sometimes its leafy branches. What could they want 
with a young tree, so well off as they were for drier 
fire-wood than it would make ? They were determined 
to have it, it was clear; for Roger threw down his 
paddle as they neared the tree, caught up a long rope, 
and gave it a cast towards the branching top. As the 
rope went through the air, Mildred saw that it had a 
noose at the end. The noose caught : — ^the tree gave 
a topple in the water, when it found itself stopped in 
its course with a jerk ; and the boys set up a shout as 
they pulled for the house, hauling in their prize after 
them. 

Mildred ran down the stairs as far as she dared, — 
almost to the very brink of the water. There she was 
near enough to see and hear what was doing. The 
tree was an apple-tree ; and though the ripest apples 
were gone, a good many were left, which would 
be a treat when cooked. The boys saw her watching 
them, and Koger said it was not fair that she should 
stand idle while they were working like horses : — why 
should not she gather the apples before they were all 
knocked off, instead of keeping other people out of the 
stream to do such girls' work 1 Oliver said she had 
beem as useful as anybody all day ; and she should do 
&8 she liked now. He called out to'S&Mx^^^Nsi^ ^>^^ 
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her whether she should like to gather ik« affiles gS the 
tree, while they went to see what else they could find. 
Mildred replied that she should like it very much, if 
they could bring in the tree to the place where she 
was. Ailwin would find something for her to put the 
apples in. 

Neither the raft nor the tree, however, could be got 
through the breach in the wall. Oliver fetched the 
tub, which had been discarded since the rafb had been 
thought of He rowed himself to the staircase in this 
tub, and asked Mildred if she was a&aid just to cross 
those few yards to the walL He would find her a nice 
seat on the wall, where she could sit plucking the 
apples, and seeing all they did on the rafb. He would 
be sure to come for her, as soon as she should make a 
signal for him. Meantime, the tub would hold the 
apples, 

Mildred had a great fancy for sharing the boys* 
adventures; and though the tub looked a small, 
unsteady boat, she ventured to slide down into it> and 
sit in it, while her brother rowed her over to the 
broken walL She was so silent that Oliver thought 
she was frightened j but she was considering whether 
or not to tell him of Ailwin's fears of his being 
on the rafb with Boger. Before she had decided, 
they had come within hearing of Boger, and it was 
too late. 

A^r finding a steady broad stone in the wall for 
h^ to sit on, Oliver chose to stay a* little while, to cut 
and break off from the trunk the branches that had 
the most fruit on them. This would make Mildred's 
work much easier. Oliver aiao c\iO&e, in «^\t^ of all 
Hoger could say, to leave lier one oi ^«vi ^gaASXsa. !&& 
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considered (though he did not say it) that some acci- 
dent mi^t possibly happen to the rafb, to prevent their 
returning for her : and he declared that Mildred 
should have an oar to row herself in with^ if she 
idiould have a mind to join Ailwin, at any moment, 
instead of waiting where she was. So having 
moored the tub inside the house wall^ and the apple- 
tree outside, and established Mildred on a good seat 
between, the boys pushed off again. 

Mildred found that she had undertaken a wet and 
dirty task. The branches of the apple-tree were 
dripping, and the fimit covered with slime ; but these 
are things which must not be minded in times of 
flood. So she went on, often looking away, however, 
to wonder what things were which were swept paitt 
her, and to watch the proceedings of the boys. After 
a while, she became so bold as to consider what a 
curious thing it would be if she, without any raft, 
should pick up some article as valuable as any that 
had swum the stream. This thought was put into her 
head by seeing something occasionally flap out upon 
the surface of the muddy water, as if it were spread 
out below. It looked to her like the tail of a coat, or 
the skirt of a petticoat. She was just about to fish it 
up with her paddle, when it occurred to her that it ' 
might be the clothing of a drowned person. She 
shrank back at the thought, and in the first terror of '* 
having a dead body so near her, called Oliver^s name. 
He did not hear ; and she would not repeat the call 
when she saw how busy he was. She tried not to 
think of this piece of cloth ; but it came up perpetually 
before her eyes, flap, flapping, till she felt that it would 
be best to satisfy herself at once, «a to -^"Vka^*"^ "^^siu 
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She poked her paddle underneath the flap^ and 
found that it was caught and held down by something 
heavy. She tugged hard at it, and raised some mor^ 
blue clotL She did not believe there was a body 
now ; and she laid hold of the cloth aiid drew it in. It 
was heavy in itself, and made more so by the wet, so 
that the little girl had to set her foot against a stone in 
the wall, and employ all her strength, before she could 
land the cloth, yard after yard, upon the wall. It 
was a piece of home-spun, probably laid out on the 
grass of some field in the Levels, after dyeing, and so 
carried away. When Mildred had pulled in a vast 
quantity, there was some resistance ; — the rest would 
not come. • Perhaps something heavy had lodged upon 
it, and kept it down. Again she used her paddle, 
setting her feet against one stone, and pressing her 
back against another, to give her more power. In the 
midst of the effort, the stone behind her gave way. It 
was h^ paddle now, resting against some support 
under water, which saved her from popping into the 
water with the great stone. As it was, she swayed 
upon her seat, and was very nearly gone, while the 
heavy stone slid in, and raised a splash which wetted 
her &om head to foot, and left her trembling in every 
limb. She had fancied, once or twice before, that the 
wall shook imder her : she was now persuaded that it 
was all shaking, and would soon be carried quite away. 
She screamed out to Oliver to come and save her. She 
must have called very loud ; for Ailwin, with George 
in her arms, was out on the staircase in a moment. 

There was a scuffle on the raft. It seemed as if 
Oliver was paddling with one iisjid, aaid kee^in^ off 
Jtoger with the other. It waa teTTV\Ae \iO «fc» ^«n^ — 
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it was BO like fighting, in a most dangerous place. 
There was a splash. Mildred's eyes grew dim in a 
moment, and she could see nothing : but she heard 
Ailwin's voice, — ^very joyful,— calling out to Oliver, — 

« Well done, OHver ! WeU rid of him ! Pull 
away from him, Oliver ! He is full able to take care 
of himself, depend upon it. He was never made to bo 
drowned. Come and help Mildred, there's a dear ! 
Never mind Boger." 

Mildred soon saw the raft approaching her, with 
Oliver alone upon it. 

" Oh ! Oliver, where is he? What have you done?" 
cried Mildred, as her brother arrived at the wall. 

OUver was very hot, and his Ups quivered as he 
answered, — 

" I don't know what I have done. I could not help 
it. He wanted me not to come to you when you 
screamed. He wanted to catch the chest instead. I 
tripped him up— off into the water. Ho can swim. 
But there is the tub — ^give me hold of the rope — 
quick ! I will send it out into the stream. He may 
meet it." 

Down went all the gathered apples into the water, 
within the wall, and off went the tub outside. Oliver 
fastened the line round a heavy stone in the wall. 

"I wish I had never screamed!" exclaimed Mildred. 

" I am sure I wish so too. You miist leave off 
screaming so, Mildred. I am sure I thought you were 
in the water, in the middle of all that splash, or I 
should not have been in such a hurry. If Roger 
should be drowned, it will be all your doing, for 
screaming so." 

Mildred did not scream, no^ •, 'Wt ^^ ^tv^^ ^^sc^ 
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bitterly. It was soon se«Q^ however, that Hoger was 
safe. He was swimming in the still water on the^ 
opposite side, and presently landed beside the pony and 
cow. He left off wringing the wet out of his hair and 
clothes, to shake both his fists at Oliver in a threaten- 
ing way. 

" Oh, look at him ! He will kiU you I" cried Mil 
dred. ''I never will scream again." 

" Never mind, as long as he is safe," said Oliver. 
'' I don't care for his shaking his fist& It was my 
business to save you, before caring about him, or all 
the chests in the Levels. Never mind now, dear. 
Tou wont scream again wiiihout occasion, I know. 
What made you do , so ? You can't think what a 
shriek it was. It went through my head." 

"Part of the wall fell ; and the whole of it shakes 
so, I am sure it will all be down presently. I wish we 
were at home. But what shall we ever do about 
Boger ] He will kill you, if you go near him : and he 
can't stay there." 

" Leave Roger to me," said Oliver, feeling secretly 
some of his sister's fear of the consequences of what 
had just passed. He stepped on the wall, and was con- 
vinced that it was shaking, — almost rocking. He de- 
clared that it was quite unsafe, and that he must look 
to the remaining walls before they slept another night 
in the building. Mildred must get upon the rafb 
immediately. What was that heiq> of blue cloth ? 

Mildred explained, and the cloth was declared too 

valuable to be left behind. Two pairs of hands 

availed to pull up the end which stuck under water, 

and then the children found tlieiQaelye& in possession 

of a wioie piece of homespun. 
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" May we use it 1 We did not xaake it, or buy it," 
said Mildred. 

" I thought of that too," replied her brother. "We 
will see about that. It is our business to save it, at anj 
rate ; so h^p me with it. How heavy it is with the 
water !" 

They pulled a dozen apples, and rowed away home 
^th their priza 

Ailwin said, as she met them on the stairs, that she 
was glad enough to see them home again ; and more 
especially without Boger. 

"Roger must be fetched, however," said Oliver; 
**and the sooner the better." 

" Oh not yet !" pleaded Mildred. " He is so angry T 

" That is the very thing," said Oliver. ** 1 want to 
show him that I tripped him over, not in angear, but 
because I could not help it. He will never believe 
but that it was malice, firom beginning to end, if I do 
not go for him directly." 

" But he will thrash you. You know he can. He 
is ever so much stronger than you ; and he is in such 
a passion, I do not know what he may not da" 

" What can I do ?" said Oliver. " I can't leave him 
there, standing dripping wet, with the cow and the 
pony." 

" Would it be of any use if I were to go with you, 
and say it was all my &ult ?" asked Mildred, trembling. 

" No, no j you must not go." 

" I would go, if thOTe was no water between, and if 
Mildred would take care of the baby," said Ailwin. 

" Oh do,— -do go ! You are so strong !" said both 
the children. 

'^Whjr, you see, I can't abid^ S^^35^% ^ti '»^<6^'^'?st^ 



i 
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any way, and never could : and most of all without 
so much B& a boat** 

" But I will row you as carefully," said Oliver, "as 
safely as in any boat. You see how often we have 
crossed, and how easy it is. You cannot think what 
care I will take of you, if you will go." 

" Then there's the coming back," objected Ailwin. 
" If I am on board the same rafb with Koger, we shall 
all go to the bottom, that's certain !" 

" How often have I been to the bottom 1 And yet 
I have been on the raft with Koger, ever since it 
was made." 

" Well, and think how near Mildred was going to 
the bottom, only just now. I declare I thought we 
had seen the last of her." 

"Boger had nothing to do with that, you know 
very welL But I will tell you how we can manage. 
You can carry your pail over, and, — (never mind its 
being so early) — ^you can be milking the cow while 
I bring Boger over here ; and I can come back for 
you. That will do, — ^wont it! Come, — fetch your 
paiL Depend upon it that is the best plan." 

Mildred remembered, with great fear, that by this 
plan Boger would be left with her and George while 
Oliver went to fetch Ailwin home : but she did not 
say a word, feeling that she who had caused the mis- 
chief ought not to object to Oliver's plan for getting 
out of the scrape. She need not have feared that 
Oliver would neglect her feelings. Just before he put 
oflF with Ailwin and her milk-pail, he said to his sister — 

" I shall try to set Roger down somewhere, so that 
lie cannot plague you and George : but you had better 
^olt yourself into the room upstaka Wven 'j wx «fc«i ^js^ 
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ooming : and on no account open the door again till I 
bid you." 

Mildred promised, and then sat down with George 
asleep on her lap, to watch the event. She saw Ail- 
win make some odd gestures as she stood on the raft, 
balancing herself as if she thought the boards would 
gape under her feet. Oliver paddled diligently, look- 
ing bekind him oftener and oftener, as he drew near 
the landing-place, as if to learn what Roger meant to 
do when they came within his reach. 

The xaoment the boys were within arm's length of 
each other, Eoger sprang furiously upon Oliver, and 
would have thrown him down in an instant, if Oliver 
had not expected this, and been upon his guard. Oliver 
managed t( jump ashore ; and there the boys fought 
fiercely. TKere could be no doubt from the beginning 
which would be beaten, — ^Boger was so much the 
taller and sU*onger of the two, and so much the less 
peaceable in all his habits than Oliver : but yet Oliver 
made good figjbt for some time, before he was knocked 
down completely. Roger was just about to give his 
fallen enemy % kick in the stomach, when Ailwin 
seized him, and said she was not going to see her young 
master killed before her fiwe, by boy or devil, which- 
ever Roger might be. She tripped him up : and be- 
fore Oliver had jisen, Roger lay sprawling, with Ailwin 
kneeling upon him to keep him down. Roger shouted 
out that they were two to one,— cowards, to fight 
him two to one ! 

*' I am as sorry for that as you can be," said Oliver, 
dashing away the blood which streamed from his nose. 
'* I wish I were as old and as tall as you : but I am 
not. And this is |io fighting tot "^'^^ "N»\iRSCL*'^is» nr^s"^^ 
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not signify if I was beaten every day for a week. Here 
ai'e Mildred and the baby; I have to take care of 
them till we know what has become of my father add 
mother : and if you try to prevent me, I will get Ailv/in, 
or anybody or thing I can, to help me, sooner -"han 
they shall be hurt. If fairer and mother ever 
come back to take care of Mildred, I will figh i you 
every day till I beat you, and let nobody int^/rfere : 
but till then, I will go to Mildred as often as sL^e calls, 
if you drown for it, as I showed you this morring." 

Roger answered only by &eah kicks and ?i;ruggles. 
Ail win said aloud that she saw nothing fiV it but 
leaving him on this spit of land, to starve on the dung* 
hill. There would be no taking him over tf the house 
in this temper. Rc^er vowed he would drown all the 
little pigs, and hough the cow. He had <lone such a 
thing before ; and he would do it again ; so that they 
should not have a drop more milk for George. 

"That will never do," said Oliver. ^'Ailwin, do 
you think we could get him over to the Eed-hill ? He 
would have plenty to eat there, and might do as he 
pleased, and be out of our way and the cow's. I could 
carry him his dog." 

Ailwin asked Oliver to bring her the cord from off 
the raffc, and they two could tie up the boy from doing 
mischief. Oliver brought the cord, but he oould not 
bear to think of using it so. 

"Come, now, Roger," said he, "you picked this 
quarrel ; and you may get out of it in a moment We 
don't want to quarrel at such a titie as this. Never 
mind what has happened. Only say you wont meddle 
between me and the others w\ule tke Hood laata \ and 
jron Bhall help me to rofw liomQ, audi ^WtKV ^Staa^^-w. 
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After all, we can fight it out some other day, if you 
like." 

More kicks from Roger. Ko other answer. So 
Oliver and Ailwin tied his arms and legs with the 
cord ; and then Ailwin proceeded to milk the cow, and 
Oliver, after washing his face, to give the pony some 
more hay, and see how the little pigs went on. The 
animals were all drooping, and especially the cow. 
OHver wished to have given the pigs some of her milk, 
as the poor sow seemed weak and ill; but the cow 
gave so very little milk this afternoon, that there was 
none to spare. Her legs trembled as she stood to be 
milked ; and she lay down again, as soon as Ailwin 
had done. 

"The poor thing ain't long for this world," said 
Ailwin. "Depend upon it that boy has bewitched 
her. I don't believe she trembles in that way when 
he is on the other side of the water." 

"You will see that in the morning," said Oliver. 
" Shall we take him on the raft now I I don't like to 
carry him tied so, for fear he should throw himself 
about, and roll over into the water. He would cer- 
tainly be drowned." 

" Leave that to him, Oliver : and take my word for 
it, that boy was never made to be drowned." 

" You thought the same about Stephen, you know ; 
and he is drowned, I am afraid." 

" Neither you nor I know that. I will believe it 
when I see it," said Ailwin with a wise look. 

It was now Koger's mood to lie like one dead. He 
did not move a muscle when he was lifted, and laid on 
the raft. Ailwin was so delighted to see the boy she 
was BO afraid of thus humbled, ^^\. Avft ^Nii^\^<2JOa^ 
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giring his face a splaah and rub with the muddy water 
of the stream as he lay. 

" Ailwin, for shame f* cried Oliver. " I will fight 
you next, if you do so. You know you durst not, if 
his hands were free." 

" To be sure, Oliver, that is the very reason. One 
must take one's revenge while one can. However, I 
wont notice him any more till you do." 

** Cannot you set down your pail, and help me to 
row ?" asked Oliver. He was quite tired. The raft 
was heavy now ; his nose had not left off bleeding, 
and his head ached sadly. Three pulls &om Ailwin 
brought them nearer home than all Oliver's previous 
efforts. He observed that they must get round the 
house, if possible, and into the stream which ran 
through the garden^ so as to land Boger on the Bed- 
hilL 

There was not much difficulty in getting round, as 
everything like a fence had long been swept away. 
As they passed near the entrance-door to the garden, 
they observed that the waters were still sinking. They 
stood now only half-way up the door-posts. Oliver 
declared that when he was a little less tired, he would 
go through the lower rooms in a tub, and see whether 
he could pick up anything useful. He feared, how- 
ever, that almost everything must have been swept off 
through the windows, in the water-falls that Mildred 
had thought so pretty, the first day of the flood. 

" There is a chest !" exclaimed Oliver, pointing to a 

little creek in which a stout chest had stuck. " Roger, 

I do believe it is the very chest that .... that we 

began our quarrel about. Come, now, is not this a 

sign that we ought to make it upT' 
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Roger would not appear to hear : so his compamons 
made short work of it. They pulled in for the shore 
of the Ked-hill^ and laid Koger on the slimy bank : 
— for they saw no occasion to carry one so heavy and 
so sulky up to the nice bed of grass which was spread 
at the top of the red precipice that the waters had cut. 
Oliver knew that there was a knife in Roger's pocket. 
He took it out, cut the cord which tied his wrists, and 
threw the knife to a little distance, where Roger could 
easily reach it, in order to free his legs; but not in 
time to overtake them before they should have put oflF 
again. 

Roger made one catch at Oliver's leg^ but missing 
it, lay again as if dead ; and Ailwin believed he had 
not yet stirred when the raft rounded the house again, 
with the great chest in tow. 

Mildred was delighted to see them back, and especi- 
ally without Roger. She thought Oliver's fiice looked 
very shocking : but Oliver would not say a word about 
this, or anything else, till he had found Roger's dog, 
and gone over in the basket, to set him ashore with 
his master. 

" There 1" said he, as he stepped in at the window 
when this was accomplished, "we have done their 
business. There they are, in their desert island, as 
they were before. Now we need not think any more 
about them, but attend to our own affairs." 

" YoTU* face, Oliver ! Pray do " 

" Never mind my feice, dear, if it does not fiighten 
poor Geordie. How is poor Geordie ?" 

" I do not think he is any better. I never saw him 
so h-etful, and so hot and ill. And he cries so dread- 
falljr r 

Si 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

NEW QUABTERS. 

AiLWiN presently made George's supper, with milk, a 
little thickened with meal. They were all about the 
ehild, watching how he would take it, when a loud 
crack was heard. 

" What is that T cried OHver. 

" It is a crack," said Ailwin, " in the wall or some- 
where. I heard just such a one while Mildred was 
gone out to play, after dinner." 

"And there was another while you were away,'* 
said Mildred. " Some plaster fell that time : — look here I 
in this corner. — ^What is the matter, Oliver ? What 
makes you look so frightened ? What does it mean ?" 

'' It mean^^ am afraid, that more of the house is 
coming down. Look at this great zigzag crad^ in the 
wall ! — and how loose the plaster hangs in that part 
of the ceiling ! I really think, — I am quite sure, we 
ought not to stay here any longer." 

" But where can we go ? What shall we do 1" 

" We must think about that, and lose no time. I 
think this room will fell very soon." 

Mildred could not help crying, and saying that they 
could not settle themselves, and rest at alL She never 
saw anything like it. They were all so tired they did 
not know what to do ; and now they should have to 
work as hard as ever. She never saw anything like it. 

"No, dear, never," said her brother : " and thousands 
of people, far older than you, nevex sarw «ja^j>i^K«i%\J«L& 
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this flood. But you know, Mildred, we must not die, 
if we can help it." 

This reminded Mildred who it was that set them 
these heavj tasks, — ^that hade them thus lahour to pre- 
senre the lives He gave. She was silent. Oliver 
irent on — 

" If ever we meet father and mother again, we shall 
not mind our having heen ever so much tired now. 
We shall like telling them all our plans and doings, if 
it should please God that we should ever sit with them 
by the fire-aide." 

"Or whenever we meet them in heaven, if they 
should not be aUve now," said Mildred. 

"Yes, dear ; but we will talk over all that when wo 
get to the Red-hill : — ^we must not talk any more now,* 
but set to work. However, I really think, Mildred, 
that &,ther and mother are still alive somewhere. I 
feel as if they were." 

"But the Eed-hill," said Mildred, "what do you 
mean about the Red-hill 1 We are not going there, 
where Roger is, — are we V* 

" We must, dear. There is no other place. Roger 
is very unkind : but floods and falling houses are un- 
kinder still. Come, Ailwin, help me with the raft. 
We must carry away what we can before dark. There 
will be no house standing to-morrow morning, I am 
a&aid." 

" Sleep on the ground !" exclaimed Ailwin. "With- 
out a roof to cover us ! My poor grandfather little 
thought I should ever come to that." 

" If you will move the beds, you need not sleep on 
the bare ground," said Oliver. " Now, Ailwin, don't 
jrou b^in to cry. Pray dotft, XQ\\«t^^^^"«^-''^ 
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woman, and Mildred and I are only children. Tou 
ought to take care of us, instead of beginning to cry." 

"That is pretty true," said Ailwin: "but I little 
thought ever to sleep without a roof over my head." 

" Come, come, there are the trees," said Oliver. 
" They are something of a roof, while the leaves are 

on. 

" And there is all that cloth," said Mildred ; " that 
immensely long piece of doth. Would not that make 
a tent, somehow f 

" Capital !" cried Oliver. " How well we shall be 
off with a cloth tent ! It seems as if that cloth was 
sent on purpose. It is so spoiled already, that we can 
hardly do it any harm. And I am sure the person 
that wove it would be very glad that it should cover 
our heads to-night. I shall carry it and you across 
before anything else — ^this very minute. I will run 
down and bring the raft round to the door below. The 
water is low enough now for you to get out that way. 
— Oh dear ! I wish I was not so tired ! I can hardly 
move. But I must forget all that ; for it will not do 
to stay here." 

While he was gone, Mildred asked Ailwin whether 
she was very tired. 

"Pretty much; but not so bad as he," replied 
Ailwin. 

'•' Then do not you think you and I could fetch off 
a good many things, while he watches Oeordie on the 
gi-ass ? If you thought you could row the raft, I am 
sui-e I could carry a great many things down stairs, 
and land them on the hilL" 

Ailwin had no doubt she couldrow,m ^uc;li«k\\acrow 
snd gmtle stream as now ran throu^ ^^ ^mc^«g- 
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She made the trial first wheu Oliver was on board, 
and several other times with Mildred, succeeding always 
very well. Oliver was extremely glad of this ; for the 
bridge-basket had been used so much, and sometimes 
for such heavy weights, that it was wearing out, and 
might break down at any moment. The bridge-rope, 
too, being the stoutest cord they had, was very useful 
for tying the raft to the trunk of the beech, so that it 
could not be carried away. When once this rope was 
well listened, Oliver was content to rest himself on 
the grass beside Geordie, and let the strong Ail win an«l 
little Mildred work as they wished. It surprised him, 
well as he knew Ailwin, to see the loads she could 
carry, bringing a good-sized mattress up the baJik as 
easily as he could have carried a pillow. She wrung 
the wet out of the long piece of homespun, and spread 
it out in the sun, to dry as much as it could before 
dark, and seemed to think no more of it than Mildred 
did of washing her doll's petticoat. 

Mildred took charge of the lighter articles that re- 
quired care — her mother's china, for one thing ; for 
it was found that nothing made of earthenware re- 
mained unbroken in the lower rooms. There were 
some pewter plates, which were now lodged under the 
beech, together with pots and pans, knives and forks, 
and horn spoons. There was no table light enough to 
be moved, but a small one of deal, which Ailwin 
dragged out from under water, with all its legs broken : 
but enough of it remained entire to make it prefer- 
able to the bare ground for preparing their food on, 
when once it should be dry. There was a stool a-piece 
— not forgetting one for Koger ; aad Mildred took 
care tb&t Geordie BhouLd laav^ \^ o'wa. \2&5vKa ^Maeax 
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Not even Ailwin could carry a cHest of drawers : but 
she carried down the separate drawers, with the clothes 
of the &imly in them. No one of the household had 
ever seen a carpet ; but there was matting on some of 
the floors. Ailwin pulled up pieces of this, to be some 
.protection against the damp and insects of the ground. 

" It is as wet as water now," said she ; " but we 
must not quarrel with anything to-day on that account ; 
and matting will dry on the hill better than at home. 
If it turns out rotten, we must try and spare a piece 
of the cloth fixwn overhead, to lay underfoot : but Greorge 
will feel it more like home, if he has a bit of matting 
to trip his little foot against." 

So down stairs went a great bundle of wet matting. 

"Will not that do far to-night?" asked Oliver, 
languidly, as he saw Ailwin preparing to put off again, 
when the sun was just touching the western hills. 
" You know we have to put up the tent, and get some- 
thing to eat before we can go to sleep ; and it has been 
such a long, long day !" 

" As you please," said Ailwin ; " but you said the 
house would be down in the night; and there are 
many things yet that we should be sorry to have to 
do without." 

" Never mind them : — ^let them go, I am sure we all 
want to be asleep more than anything else." 

" Sleep, indeed ! Do you suppose I shall sleep with 
that boy hid among the trees 1 Not I, you may rely 
upon it. Those may that can : and I will watch." 

No one had yet mentioned Roger, though all felt 
that his presence was a terrible drawback to the oom- 
i&r^ of their establishment on the lodii, wYdciv. Tx^^^t 
otberwiae he, in fine weathear, a to\eta\A"y T^\e»aKa\i ot». 
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It made Oliver indignant to think that a stout lad, 
whom they had wished to make welcome to all they 
had, in their common adversity, should be skulking in 
the wood as an enemy, instead of helping them in their 
labours^ under circumstances in which all should be 
friends. This thought mad^ Oliver so angry that he 
did not choose to speak of Roger. When Ailwin 
offered to seek him out, and do her best to tie his 
limbs again, and carry him away to any place the 
children chose, Oliver begged her to say no more about 
it ; and observed that they had better forget Koger 
altogether, if they could, unless he should come to 
make peace. 

There was one, however, who could not for a moment 
forget who was the cause of the late quarrel. Mildred 
was very unhappy at the thought of the mischief she 
had done by her shriek. Not all her hard toil of this 
evening could console her. When the cloth had been 
spread over the lower branches of a great ash, so as to 
shelter the party, in a careless way, for this one night 
(whei^ there was no time to make a proper tent), and 
while Ailwin was heating something for supper, and 
Oliver dozing with George on one of the beds, Mildred 
stole away, to consider whether there was anything 
that she could do to cure Roger's anger. It did her 
good, at least, to sit down and think about it. She 
sat down under a tree, above where the bee-shed had 
stood. The moon had just risen, and was very bright, 
being near the fiill. The clouds seemed to have come 
down out of the sky, to rest upon the earth ; for white 
vapours, looking as soft as wreaths of snow, were 
hovering over the wide waste of waters. Some of 
these were gently floating ox cv3l3c\\si%, ^V^^ ^*^h^!B«. 
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brooded still, like large white birds over their hidden 
nests. It seemed to Mildred's eye, however, as if a 
clear path had been cut through these mists, from the 
Ked-hill to the moon on the horizon, and as if this 
path had been strewed with quivering moonbeams. 
She forgot, while gazing, that she was looking out 
upon the carr, — upon muddy waters which covered 
the ruins of many houses, and in which were hidden 
the bodies of drowned animals, and perhaps of some 
people. She looked upon the train of trembling light, 
and felt not only how beautiful it was, but that He 
whose hand kindled that mild heavenly lamp, and 
poured out its rays before his children's eyes, would 
never forget and forsake them. While everything 
was made so beautiful as to seem ordered for the plea- 
sure of men, their lives and common comforts could 
not be overlooked. So plain did this now appear to 
Mildred, that she felt less and less anxious and fearful ; 
and, after a time, as if she was afraid of nothing at all, 
and could never be afraid again. 

She determined to go and seek Roger, — not with 
any wish like Ailwin's, that he could be bound by 
force, and carried away, to be alone and miserable, — 
but with a much happier hope and purpose. She did 
not think he would hurt her ; but, if he did, she had 
rather that he should strike her than that Oliver and 
he should fight, day after day, as Ail win had whispered 
to her they meant to do. She did not believe he 
could come to blows with Oliver again, after she had 
taken all the blame upon herself. So she set forth 
to do so. 

She went on quickly enough while she was upon 
tlie slope, in the full moonlight, audVi^S^i ^'fc\i\«jifc q>V 
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Ailwin's fire not far off on her right hand. But she 
felt the difference when she entered the shade of the 
trees. It was rather chilly there, and very silenii 
There was only a rustle in the grass and brambles 
about her feet, as if she disturbed some small animals 
hidden there. When she thought she was far enough 
away from her party not to be heard by them, she 
began to call softly, hoping that Roger might presently 
answer, so that she should not have to go much further 
into the darkness. But she heard nothing but her 
own voice as she called, " Roger ! Where are yoii, 
Roger ? I want to speak to you." 

Further and further on she went ; and still there* 
was no reply. Though she knew every inch of her 
way, she tripped several times over the roots of the 
trees; and once she felL She saw the stars in the 
spaces of the wood, as she looked up, and knew that she 
should soon come out upon the grass again. But when 
she did so, she found it almost as dark as in the wood, 
though the moon shone on the waters a&r. She still 
went on calling Roger — now a little louder, till she 
stumbled over something which was not the root of a 
tree, for it was warm, and it growled. 

" Bishop ! " she exclaimed, in alarm ; for next to 
Roger, she had always been a&aid of Roger's dog. 

" Why don't you call him Spy ?" said Roger's voice, 
from the ground just before her. "What business 
have you to call him by his wrong name 1 — how is he 
ever to learn his name if people come calling him by 
the wrong one 1 Get away — ^will you 1 I know what 
I'll do if you come here, spoiling my dog." 

" I will go back directly when I have said one thing. 
It was all my fault that you. oh^OVctc^ Q^5a3ct^'!^*iic>ak 
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morning. I was frightened^ and screamed when I 
ought not ; and it is my fault i^at you are not now by 
our fire, getting your supper with us, in our tent. I am 
sure, I wish you were there." 

" Very fine," said Roger. " He knows I thrashed 
him ; and he does not want any more of it. But I'll 
thrash him as long as I live ; I tell you that." 

" Oliver does not know about my coming — ^he is 
asleep in the tent," protested Mil<h:ed. "Nobody 
knows of my coming. I don't believe Oliver would 
have let me come, if he had known it. Only go and 
look yourself ; and you will see how he lies asleep on 
the grass. We know you can beafc him in fighting, 
because you are so much bigger ; and that is why I 
cannot bear that he should fight. It was, all about me 
this time ; and I know he will never give up ; and I 
don't know how long it will be before he is big enough 
to thrash you." 

" Long ecnough, I can tell you : so get away, and let 
me go to sleep ; or I'll thrash you toa" 

^^ How can you talk so, £>og^ and keep your anger 
so, when we are all so unhappy 1 I did not wonder 
much before, when Ailwin had to help Oliver .... 
That was enough to make you or anybody be angry. 
But now, when I come to tell you how sorry I am, 
and that I know, if I ask Oliver, that he will be glad 
to forget everything, and that you should come to 
supper with us, instead of lying here in the dark, with 
nothing to eat, I do think you ought to forgive and 
forget ; to forgive me, and forget all about thrashing 
Oliver." 
Roger made no answer. 
'' Good'bjre, Roger,'' said Mildred. "\ «ai ««tT?j 
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tliat you choose to lie heie, Hungiy and cold^ instead 
of . . . ." 

" What business have you in my island? '' interrupted 
Roger, fiercely. " How dared you settle upon my 
ground, to mock me with your fire and your supper ? 
I'll have my fire and my supper too." 

" I hope you will, if you will not come to ours. We 
were obliged to settle here — the house is all cracking, 
and falling to pieces. We were very sorry to come, — 
we were all so tired ; — ^but we dared not stay in the 
house." 

Roger uttered an exclamation which showed that 
a new light had broken upon him, as to the causes of 
their removaL 

" Poor Geordie is so ill, we wwe most sorry to have 
to move him. The time will come, Boger, though 
you don't think so now, when you will be vexed that 
while we cannot tell whether Either and mother are 
alive or dead, and whether George will live or die, you 
put the pain of quarrels upon us too." 

" WeQ, get you gone now 1" said Roger, not imme- 
diately discovering that she was some paces on her way 
home again before he said that much. 

Mildred heard Ail win calling her to sapper, as she 
drew near the tent. She did not say where she had 
been; but perhaps she was more on the watch, in 
consequence of what had passed. She soon saw that 
Roger was sauntering under the trees; and indeed 
what she had said, and what he now saw together, had 
altered Roger's mind. He was hungry, and once 
more tired of being alone and sulky. He was thinking 
how comfortable the fire and the steaming kettle 
looked, and considering how Ylg ^oxil^ Toaka ^sfi^ «^ 
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proach, wrhen Mildred jumped up, and came running 
to him. 

" They don't know that I came to find you," said 
she. " Oliver will think it so kind of you to come and 
be friends ! He will be so pleased ! And there is 
plenty of supper for everybody." 

She ventured to put her hand in his, and lead him 
forwards into the light. She told Oliver that Roger 
was willing to forgive and forget ; and Oliver said that 
he was quite willing too. Oliver set a stool for Roger, 
and offered him his own basin of broth. Ailwin held 
her tongue ; — which was the most that could be ex- 
pected of her. 

Roger did not quite know what to say and do, when 
he had finished his supper, and fed Spy. He swung 
his legs, as he sat upon his stool, stared into the fire, 
and began to whistle. Roger's shrillest whistle, as it 
had been sometimes heard in the carr, was anything 
but agreeable : but his low whistle, when he was not 
thinking about it, was sofb and sweet. A gentle 
chuckle was soon heard from George, as he lay across 
Mildred's knees. 

" He likes it ! He likes such a whistle as that 1" 
exclaimed Mildred. Her eyes said to Roger, "Do 
go on !" 

Roger went on whistling, better and better, — ^more 
and more softly, he drawing nearer, till he quite bent 
over the poor sick child, who after many signs of 
pleasure, dropped off into a sleep, — a quiet, sound sleep. 

" Thank you 1" said Oliver, heartily. " Thank you, 
Roger 1" 

^^ You will do it again to-morrow, -wiii n'ofc ^wsl, i£ 
lie should be &etfuir said Mildred. 
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Eoger nodded. Then he made the cloth drapery hang 
better over the pillows on which the child was laid, — so 
as to keep off the dew completely, he said. Then he 
nodded again, when Oliver gave him a blanket : and 
once more he nodded good night, before he rolled him- 
self up in it under a neighbouring tree. 



CHAPTER IX, 

ONE PRISONER RELEASED. 

In the morning, it appeared that it had been right to 
remove to the Red-hill the night before. Only some 
fragments of the roof of the house remained. Some 
beams and a quantity of rubbish had fallen into the 
room where the party had lived since the flood came ; 
and a heap of this rubbish lay on the very spot where 
Mildred would have been sleeping if they had stayed. 
All saw and considered this with awe. Roger himself 
looked first at the little girl, and then at that part of 
the ruin, as if imagining what it would have been for 
her to be lying there, and wondering to see her standing 
here, alive and unhurt. 

"Look how that wall stands out;" said Oliver. 
*^ The faster the house falls, the more haste we must 
make to save what we can." 

" Oh ! cannot you stay quietly to-day 1" asked 
Mildred. " I think we have got all we reaUy want ; 
and this bustle and hurry and hard work every day are 
so tiresome ! Cannot we keep still and rest to-day )" 

''To-morrow, dear," replied her btotbec. "To- 
morrow is Sunday ! and we ViW. trj \Ai ti«&\». ^xji^'^^essk 
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is no kno¥ring how long we may liave to live in this 
place, in the middle of the waters ; and it is my duty 
to save everything I can that can make George and 
you and the rest of ns comfortable when the colder 
weather comes on." 

** I wonder what all the world is about, that nobody 
comes to see after us," said Mildred, sighing. 

" Out of sight, out of mind, Mildred," said Ail win. 
" That is the way, all the world over." 

" I am sure it is not," said Oliver. " Mildred and I 
say as little as we can about father and mother ; but 
don't you imagine such a thing as that they are out of 
our minds. I know Mildred never shuts her eyes, but 
she sees the mill floating away, as it did that evenings 
and father standing . • . ." 

He could not go on about that. Presently he 
said, " When the flood came, I suppose, there were 
no boats to be had. It would take the flrst day to 
bring them from a distance, and get them afloat* 
Then the people would look round (as they ought to 
do) to see where they could do most good. Nobody 
who looked through a glass this way^ since the day 
before yesterday, and saw those rafters sticking up in 
the air, — the house in ruins as it is, — ^would suppose 
that any one could be left alive here. From a distance, 
they can hardly fancy that even any little mouse could 
help being either drowned or starved. This will be 
about the last spot in the Levels that any boat will 
come to. — You see, Mildred, our Ked-hill, though it is 
everything to us, is but a speck compared with the 
grounds that have stood above water since the waters 
began to amk. We had better not tibifik. o€ anythingf 
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but living on as we can, unless it should please God 
that we should di-e." 

Roger did not want to hear anything more of this^ 
kind ; so he went to where George was lying, and 
began to whistle softly to him. The child was so 
altered that his own mother would hardly have known 
him : but he smiled when he heard the whistle ; and 
the smile was his own. He put u^i his hand, and 
patted Roger's face, and even pulled his hair with a 
good stout pull. Roger had been used to nurse his dog, 
though not little children. He now took George into 
hin arms, and laid him comfortably across his knees, 
while he whistled till the little fellow looked ftdl in his 
face, and puckered up his poor white lips, as if he 
would whistle too. This made Roger laugh aloud ; 
and then G«orge laughed. Ailwin heard them, and 
peeped into the comer of the tent where they were. 
She flew to Oliver, to tell him that Roger was at his 
tricks worse than ever, — he was bewitching the baby. 
She was angry at Oliver for telling his sister, when he 
had looked in too, that they might have been very 
glad any of them, to bewitch poor baby in this manner, 
when he was crying so sadly all yesterday. Mildred, 
for her part, ran to thank Roger, and say how glad she 
should be to be able to whistle as he coxdd. 

"How should you ?" said Roger, — "you who never 
had a dog, or caught any sort of a bird in your life, I 
dare say.'* 

"No, I never could. One day, long ago, when 
mother was very busy, and I was tired of playing, she 
gave me some salt into my hand, and told me I might 
put it upon tho birds' tails in the ^^den, and so catch 
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them : but I did not get one. At last, half the salt 
was spilt, and the other half was melted in my hand ; 
and then dinner was ready. I suppose that was a joke 
of mother's." 

" She wanted you out of the way ; and what a fool 
you must have been not to find that out 1 Why, the 
birds could not have been sillier, if they had let you 
put the salt upon their tails." 

" It was a long while ago," pleaded Mildred. 

" Here, take him," said Roger, popping Greorge into 
her arms. " Show him how to catch birds, if you like. 
I can't spend my time any longer here." 

" How he cries after you !" exclaimed Mildred. 

It was the first time Roger had ever known anybody 
to be sorry for his going away. The child was cer- 
tainly crying after him. He half turned back, but 
turned again, saying — 

" Can't you tell him I will come again by-and-by ? 
I must be off now." 

The truth was, Roger had never forgotten the chest, 
— the oaken chest which looked so tempting when he 
saw it floating down, and Oliver would not stop to 
catch it, — ^the stout chest which he knew to be now 
safe and sound somewhere about the house, unless 
hai'm had happened to it during the night. Oliver 
agreed that it was of importance to bring this chest on 
shore : and the boys lost no time in doing it. Mildred 
came out with George to watch their proceedings, and 
found that Oliver had already made one trip, and 
brought over some articles of use and \'alua He 
came up to his sister, with something which he held 
carefully covered up in both hands, He said ^)c&yely — 
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^'Here^ dear^ put this in some safe place, — ^where no 
one will know of it but you and me." 

" A watch I mother's watch !" 

" I found it^ with several things in her cupboard, 
thrown down by the wall breaking." 

*^ It does not seem to be hurt," observed Mildred. 
"And how often you have wished for a watch !" 

"I think I shall never wish for anything again," 
said Oliver. Mildred saw his face as he turned away, 
and began to consider where she could put the watch, 
so that it might be safe, and that Boger might not see 
it, nor Oliver be reminded of it. 

Ailwin and Koger were meantime disputing about 
which should have the raft first, — ^Eoger wanting to 
secure the chest, and Ailwin insisting that it was 
high time the cow was milked. Oliver said he was 
master here in his father's absence, and he would have 
no quarrels. All three should go on the raft. Boger 
should be landed at the staircase, where he could be 
collecting what be wanted to bring over, while Oliver 
proceeded to set Ailwin ashore beside the cow. By 
working to the number of three, in harmony, &r more 
would be gained than by using up strength in fighting 
and disputing. He did not bare how many times he 
crossed the water this day, if those whom he rowed 
would but keep the peace. He would willingly be 
their servant in rowing, though he chose to b^ their 
master in deciding. 

Ailwin stared at Oliver. It had struck her, and 
Mildred too, that Oliver seemed to have grown many 
years older smce the flood came. He was no taller, 
and no stronger ;— indeed he seemed to-day to be 
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growing weakier with fstigne; but lie wm nol the 
timid boy lie had always appeared before. He fpoioe 
like a man ; and there was the spirit of a maa in. his 
eyes. It was not a singular instance. Tiiei:^ have 
been other cases in which a timid boy has been made a 
man of^ on a sudden^ by having to ^rotect^ from, danger 
or in sorrow, some weaker than himaelE Bogear &lt 
something of the truth ; and this had as miKh to do 
with making him quiet and tiactalde to-day as lu» 
interest about Greorge, or his liking to li^re in a tent 
with 0Qmpa,nion8, rather than in tke open air andakne. 

Ailwin was but a shoii time goBe. She came up 
the bank to Mildred, swinging her en^ty miJk-pail, 
and sobbing, as if fi^om the bottom of her hearts Mil- 
dred did not think she had ever seen Ailwin ery so 
before ; and she eould imagine nothing now bojb tiiwk 
Oliyer was lost. She turned ao giddy in a meoieai 
that she oooldnot see Ailwin, and so sidk that she 
oould not speak to hec 

''So you hare heard, Mildsad^ — you have heMXl, J 
see by your being so white. Olhner says she has been, 
dead erer so many hours. I say, if we had gone the 
first thing, instfad of staxing and poking about yoo. 
tumble-down, house, we mi^bt hare saved her. I 
shall nerer m^ her again, — ^not a drop i — nor any 
other eidier, so Ar as I see ; for th^» is no saying 
that we shall ever get away. Hece I have not a drop 
of milk to give you, my dear, though you are as white 
asthe walL'V 

^ Kever mind," gaq>ed Mildred, ''if it is QaBif the 
cow. I thought it had been divoi" 

^^Olir^ I Eless your hesxtl Atoce hi& ii ta bwf 
about the bouae and things, as \i xio^^qm^i^ "Vm^^ \isb^ 
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penaii ; and jttst as proToking«B you for 4»ring nothing 
about die poor cow. Tkero i&e Ees, poor 430Td ! dead 
mad eold, hsM m i;be watery axid Inlf otzt. She was 
iportji you two put togetlier, for some thrngB, — I xssai 
teli you tltat."* 

" Indeed I am ^ery fiorry^^ said Mildred ; and as 
she saw George pulling aboot the empty can^ she 
melted into tears^ wbidi would come &8ter and faster 
till OliTer again stood by her side. She tried to tell 
hisa. what she had been a&aid of, and how E^e thought 
mbe should not haY« caied but for that ; — or, at least, 
3K>t so iDiuch : but she really oouLd not exjdain what 
dhe felt, hersdbs came so thick. 

^^ I do not know exactly what you mean, dear,*' said 
OHwetj '^but I vndersfcand that you must be crying 
aft>oat the com. 1 am very sony, — rery. I had rather 
lunpe lost anytlung we hts^e left ihaaa. the cow, now 
49^01^ is «o ilL" — Mere he tnt his lip, and looked 
jpway fipQHL 'Geozge, lest he should ery like Ms ^istec 
Ss went 4m, faowcTer, jalkirtg rather quickly at first, 
hot beooaBix^ more «omf>osed as he proceeded. He 
Midy ^ I haTB been thinking that it will nerer do 
£»r us who m^y be near losing everything we havf , 
«m1 cmt Hfcs, aUbec all, to gneve over each separate 
loss «B it hai^^ens. When you said your prayers the 
fast night of i^ lood . . . "* 

'How long ago that dfoes seemf exclaimed MH- 
deed. 

^It does, indeed r re^^bked Oliver, glad to hear her 

say something distiiietly. " When we said our prayers 

that night, and whenever we hav>e said them since, 

we begged that we nig^ be ahle to bear dyin^ in this 

£ood, — dk) bear whatever it i^keaaeiLQeo^^^^* ^^s^> 
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our right way is to make up our minds at once to 
everjrthing, and just in the way it pleases Crod. Let 
us try to bear it cheerfully, whether we lose the cow or 
anything else first; or whether we all die together. 
That is the way, Mildred ! — ^And if you and I should 
not die together, that must be the way too." 

« I hope we shaU though." 

"I think it is very likely; and that before long. 
And then how useless it will have been to be unhappy 
about anything we can lose here ! People who may 
be so near to death need not be anxious about this and 
that, like those who seem to have long to livfe. So 
come, dear, and see this chest ; and help us to settle 
what should be done with it." 

There was nothing about the outside of the chest to 
show whose it might be. Everybody agreed that it 
ought to be opened immediately, lest all that it con- 
tained should be spoiled by the wet. But how to 
open it was the question ; for it had a very stout lock, 
and strong hinges. After many attempts, it was 
found that nothing short of proper tools would answer 
the purpose ; and Oliver went to see if his could bo 
reached. Through piles of rubbish, and a puddle of 
slimy water, he got to the spot where he had lefSb 
them, — Chidden behind straw, that the Bedfums might 
not discover and spoil them. The straw was washed 
away, and his beautiful lump of alabaster reduced to 
slime ; but his tools were there, — ^in no very bright 
condition, but safe. He hastened away from the spot ; 
for thoughts crowded upon his mind of the day when 
he had last used these, tools, and the way of life in 
which he and Mildred had been bo h&i^i^y, and which 
seemed now to he over for ever. Ba >i]fcLO\si^\. o^ ^^ 
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beautiful stone carvings over the doorway, and of what 
Pastor Dendel had said to him about them. They had 
fallen; and who knew what had become of kind 
Pastor "Dendel? The garden, with all its fresh green 
and gay blossoms was now a muddy stream; rank 
smells and thick mists now came up from what had 
been meadows and corn-fields ; and his father, whose 
manly voice had been daily heard singing from the 
mill, where was he ? It would not do to stay think- 
ing of these things ; so Oliver hastened back with his 
tools, and with the heavy kitchen hammer, which he 
also found. 

None of these would open the chest. The party ma- 
naged it at last by heating a large nail, which they 
drew out from a shattered door-post, and burning 
holes in the wood of the chest, dose by the nails which 
fastened the hinges, so as to loosen them, and make 
them drop out. The lid, being raised, a great variety of 
articles was found within, so nicely packed that the 
wet had penetrated but a very little way. Mildred had 
looked on thoughtfully; and she saw that Oliver 
paused when the contents lay open to view. She looked 
in her brother's face, and said — 

" I wonder who this chest belonged to T 

"I was just thinking so," observed Oliver. 

" Never mind that," said Ailwin. " We may know, 
some day or other, or we may not. Meantime, it is 
ours. Come, make haste, and see what there is to 
wrap up poor baby in, on cold nights." 

" We will look for something of that sort, — X am 
sure we might use such a thing as that,** said Oliver : 
«but " 

''But,'' said Mildred, "1 doTi\. ^Ikc^ ^^««k ^"^^ 
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tbiafv ai» ouess, aii}f mc»re tluui thej ever were; No* 
bocfy ev€r g^-v^ ibMa ta us* Thiej liaTe Mkn^skl to 
aomdbody «lse >— to aomebedy that may be -vondomg 
at thk momeat irlieEe thej are." • 

^NoDfleBsey MLkkedr exdaiiBied AiLwm. ^W1k» 
gpnre joo. the hamnRft that hraeea iSm xa£b» or the meal 
j&n have been livioag onk these two clay%. I weftdear r 
and h&w do jov kaow b^t aam^i»Qdj ]» haagiry, toid. 
InngiLTig £» it, at thk xniiHita?" 

<< I wiah they had it^ ikoi^'' replied MsMved. "^Bwt^ 
C^vejE^ were im wrong to uae the meat) I nev^or 
thought of that." 

'^ N<Hr I : but X think we weee ii^t eaongh there. 
The meal woxdd aU hare beat apoikd presently ; and 
meal (food the haameaa too) ia a sort of tlmig that we 
can pay &«> or make «p fev m araiie wi^, if e^er we 
oaa meet witk the pec^ile who lost thai eheatJ* 

'^ And Geocgiy and aU of ii% mi^t hav-e atanred. 
withotttxt" 

''Yea: im mnat ti^ what we want to eat, whan 
it eomes in our way, and there ia Bobo%^ to ask. leaTe 
of: andy if eveg we gei oat of thia plaee, we ean inqjuir^ 
who lost a meal-chest or set of harness^ and ofier to pay 
for what we took. But X do tkiBk it is diffiaresat with 
these thingsi." 

''So do V and Mildrsd " Those tal^ie-clotha^ and 
that aabKoidared eap^ — aomebody has taken paina to 
make thm^ and might not iika to sell them.. And 
look ! Look at "Rogac I He has polled out a great 
heavy bag of money." 

"l^ow, Bog^y put that bag where yoi^ foojod it,** 
said Oliver, " It is none of yoxoa." 
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<'Haw do I know tliat I AsJl find it again, the 
BOEi time I koikr rq>lied Eoger, walkiiig^ off wiHi 
the bag. 

Mildred waa a&aiJd of (Mzver's following hixa, and oi 
anoihffr qoarrd happening. She put hear arm wilii&L 
her iHKudierX and he ooitld eaailj' gneas wh^. 

^ DoffL't be afcaidjy^ dear,'' he said. "If Roger chooBei 
to do a AffilioneBt thii^ it is his own affidr. We have 
warned him; and that is all we have to da with it. 
We Hmst be honest oursdves, — that is aU." 

" Then I think we had bektcar not look anj forthct 
into the ehest^" said Mildred; — ^^'only jfvst to find 
somethiTig waan to wrap Ckordie in. The clothes 
look so nice — we might fsayey we wanted things thai 
we can very well do without.'^ 

« I amnot nkoch a&aid of that^" replied her brother: 
" andit would bea pitj the thingi&shonld^paEl with the 
damp. Thej would be dry in an ho«ur in this warm 
snn; and we could padL them away again befbve 
night." 

"Eoger win never let yoa ^ that^** declared Ailwin. 
^'Kot a rag will he leave to anybody that ycm dtm't 
stow away while he is ovt of sif^ Never did I see 
anch perverse children as yon, and sa thankKees foe 
€rod's gifbs^ I shoEold be ashamed to be no more 
gratefiil than you £or what He puts into your vexy 
hands.'* 

Mildred loc^ced at her brother now with a difiTereaoi 
face. She was perplexed and alarmed ; but she saw 
that Oliver was not. 

'^Boger cannot carry off anything" he replied 
" He may biury and hide what he pleases ; but they 
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will all be some'wliere about the Bed-hill; and we 
can tell anybody wbo comes to fetch iis off whatever 
we know about the goods." 

"Nobody will ever come and fetch us off," said 
All win, beginning to cry. " The people at a distance 
don't care a straw what becomes of us ; and you 
children here at hand are so perverse and troublesome, 
I don't know how to bear my life between you." 

" If nobody comes to save us," said Oliver, calmly, 
'' I do not see what good this money and these fine 
dothes will do to Eoger and you." 

" Eoger and me ! Pray what do you mean by that f* 

" I mean that you and he are for taking these things 
that do not belong to usj and Mildred and I are 
against it. Only tell me this one thing, Ailwin. Do 
you believe that your cloak and stockings were sent 
in Nan Redfum's way, that she might take them ? 
and do you think it would have been perverse in her 
not to run away with them ?" 

" Now, Oliver, what nonsense you talk ! As if I 
wanted a rag of these things for my own wear ! As if I 
would touch a penny that was not honestly got !" 

" So I always thought before ; and so I shall think 
now, if you will help Mildred to dry whatever is 
damp, and then pack all away safely — ^all but such 
things as may do poor Geordie good" 

Roger was not long in finding a hole in a tree 
where he could hide his bag of money. He cut a 
small cross in the bark by which he might know the 
tree again, and hastened back, to see what else he 
could secure. He found plenty of pretty things hang- 
ing on the bushes, and did not wait for their bein^ 
quite dry to dress himself as lie 1mA -aevec \>e«DL^«sBfi^. 
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l)efore. With the embroidered cap above-mentioned 
on his head^ a scarlet waistcoat, worked with silver 
thread, hanging loose about his body, and a light blue 
coat, whose skirts reached his heels, he looked so little 
like the dirtj ragged Boger, that Geordie shrank back 
from him^ at first sight, and did not smile till ho heard 
the soft whistle again. After that, he seemed more 
pleased with the finery than all the rest of the party 
together. Ailwin glanced scornfully upon it, as if she 
had disapproved from the beginning its being touched; 
and Oliver and Mildred looked grave. 

So very much pleased was Creordie with the gay 
waistcoat, that Roger took him into his arms^ that he 
might be able to stroke it, and play with the silver 
flowers. It was little fiatigue, now, except to the 
spirits, to nurse poor Creorge. He was shrunk to 
skin and bone, and so light as to startle those who 
had been accustomed to lift him.. It was grievous, 
however, to look at the ghastly stretched features, the 
flabby tremulous little arms, and the suflering expres- 
sion of countenance. To hear his feeble cry was 
worse stilL Oliver was really glad to take Mildred 
away from seeing and hearing him, as long as the 
child would be quiet with Roger : so he asked her to 
filter more water through the graveL He begged her 
to get ready a great deal — enough for them all to drink, 
and to bathe George in ; for the water about them 
was becoming of a worse qiiality every day. It wbb 
unsafe even to live near ; and much more to drink. 
So he scraped up a quantity of clean dry gravel from 
the ledges of the precipice where the first flood had 
thrown it, and helped Mildred to press this gravel 
down in the worn old baaket. ^C^E^'^sd^^^^^'^^ 
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acroM tile tub, wjaaclx t^cj finife iharoit^bfy c k— ed L 
Mildred povrad water upon the gi&irel hj degrees; 
azid it was astoniskiDg liow muck purer azid better it 
came cmt of the tab than it went into Urn basket 
When the tab was ML, Ailwin hesked aome of the 
water presently cnrer her large fir% and mada & winn 
bath for the child. 

Boger was unwUHng to give him. up when the bath 
was ready, so new and so pleasant did he find it to be 
liked and kired hj anybody — ^to haye power orror anj 
one, so much more easy and ddi^tfal to exereiae 
tium that of force. But, not obIj was the bath ready, 
and nmst not be left to cool, but Oliver beckoned "bam 
amy on some verj pardcukr bufiiiaesB. 

This bnaxDess was indeed pressing; AH the parfy 
had comphdned tiiat the bad sbmUs about the Bed- 
hill became really oppresaiTe. They did not know 
how great was the danger of their aH falling iH 
of f ever, in consequence ; but erexj one o£ theneL Mt 
languid and uncomfortable;. OliTer made the curenik 
of the hill, to dieeover whether, there was any catose 
lor thia eyil thai could be removed He was surpriaed 
to find the number of dead animak that were lyisg 
about in holes and eomerSy as wdl as the heap of 
Boger's game, now actually putrefying in the soel 
Xhere was also a dead luurse thrown up^ oc the side 
^here the quarry was ; and about this horse were 
gatk 9rarms of flies as Oliyer had never ae^iL It was 
to considt about pushing hack this horse into the 
stream, and clearing away all other dead tilings that 
they could find, that Oliver now called Boger. 
JBager was atmck with what be obBcrv^d. He saw 
MO diSBcvdty ia clearing away ^^ g|unj&\k&f3iai^^T^ss%^s& 
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to kaT9 left Ijii^ in » kei^ in the »xrL« M& believed^ 
too, that with stout poks he and Oliver could shove 
the horae into the water ; and^ with a liae tied to it» 
head, tow it out of the still water inta the eurreiKi 
whieh yet laa from the qaxay. But whai troubled 
hzm mifsre wa% that there was eyidentlj a xoaortalitj' 
among the animftla on the hilL Thej were dyioig ia 
all directioiiB ; some for wan*, of premier food, and fi^om 
being pvt out of their nsoal hahila : others &oin bein^^ 
jnyfe^ upon by their stronger n«igh2K>nza. Nothing 
seemed to thriye but the ravenous birds which came 
ia chisters^ winging their way oT«r the watoES^ and 
maJring a great rustling of thdr piniona a& they 
descended to perch upon, some dead azumal^ paUing it 
t» pieces before the very eyes of the boys, aa thej 
stood consult]]^ what to dou It was a hcndd si|^ t 
and it brought the horrM thought that sood pcobably 
there woold be bo gaane left fov food far the party; 
and that what there was meantime mi^^ be unwhcde* 
soma Oliver had never imagiaed that the bold bey, 
Boger Redfdm, could look so» alarmed as he dad at 
this moment. 

'^ Never mindy now, BogN^" said he, '^hat ia likely 
to become of you and me. Wait, and find that out 
by-and-bye. What I ant a&aid of is secixig Mildred 
look at all as Greoirge doea now. €om^ let «■ set ta 
work ! Don't stand looking up in the sky, in that 
way. Help me— dix. Caamot Spy h^ l Call him^ 
wiUyour 

'^ We can't get awi^ T exclaimed Boger, as if now, 
for the first time, awakened to hia situation. ''^ Those 
•File birds — ^they cam go where they Uke — nasty creft* 
tares — and we eanaot stir fiom. NAi«t« "Sfi^ %ac&'^ 
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" I wish we had our singing birds back again, instead 
of these creatures," said Oliver. "Our shy, pretty, 
innocent little birds, that used to be so pleased to 
pick up twigs and straws to build their nests with, 
and be satisfied with the worms and slugs and flies 
that they cleared away from the garden. I wisli we 
had them, instead of these ugly, saucy, dirty birds. 
£ut our birds are happier somewhere else, I dare 
say; in some dry, pleasant place among those hills, 
all sweet with flowers, and cool with clear running 
water." 

" They can get there, and we can't. We can't get 
out of this hot steaming place : and those hills look 
further ofl* every day. I wish my imcle had been 
dead before he brought us down ofl* the moors last 
time. I wish he had, I know. If I was on the moor 
now, after the plovers . . . ." 

" Come, come ; forget all that now, and set to work," 
interrupted Oliver. " If you wont call Spy to help, I 
will see whether he will mind me." 

Spy came, with some hesitation, in answer to a 
whistle which was like his master's, but not exactly 
the same. His master soon set him to work, and 
began to work himself, in a sort of desperation. It 
was astonishing what a clearance was made in a short 
time. But it did not do all the good that was ex- 
pected. There was so much vegetable decay in the 
region roimd, that the floating dead animals off to a 
distance caused only a partial relief. 

While the boys were hard at work at their dis- 
agreeable task, Mildred was enjoying seeing George 
in bia waxm, bath. Ailwin lield. \mn. >iJaftTei, ^isSi^ 
Mildred continued her uaefdl \>\3LaMi«8a <3»i ^Vsns^ 
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water, talking to the child all the while. The poor 
little fellow soon left off crying, and moved his weak 
limbs about in the tepid water, trying to splash 
Ailwin, as he had been wont to splash his mother 
in play, every morning when she washed and dressed 
him. 

'^ I am sure it does him a great deal of good," ex- 
claimed Mildred. " I will filter quantities of water; 
and he shall have a bath as often as ever it is good for 
him. Suppose it should make him well !" 

Ailwin shook her head. She saw how impossible it 
would be even to keep a healthy child well in the ab- 
sence of proper food, in an unwholesome atmosphere, and 
without sufficient shelter from the changes of weather 
which might come at any liour, and must come soon. 
How unlikely it was that a sick baby should recover 
under such circumstances, she was well aware. Yet 
she little thought how near the end was. 

After his bath, Geordie lay, nicely covered up, on a 
mattress imder the tent. One or other of his nurses 
visited him every few minutes ; and both were satis- 
fied that he was comfortably asleep. The boys came 
for some dinner, at last; and while Oliver went to 
wash his hands in clean water, Hoger stooped over the 
child to kiss him. Before doing so, however, he started 
back, and asked Ailwin why the baby^s eyes looked so 
strangely. They were half closed, and seemed like 
neither sleep nor waking. Ailwin sat down on the 
mattress, and took him into her arms, while Mildred 
ran to call Oliver. The poor child stretched himself 
stiff across Ailwin's knees, and then breathed no 
more. 

When Oliver and Mildred. C9aa<& - ^c>MaKffli% Xs^^-^ 
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Ailwixi was putting lier cheek near the ^diild'ft mciai^y 
to feei if theie was indeed no breath, fihe shook Jier 
head, and her eyes ran over with tears. 01ivj»r kneeled 
dowxL, amd put hig hand to the heart — ^it did noi beat 
fie lifted the wasted arm — it fell, as if it had sever 
had life in it. There lay the little body, still xinmoTed, 
with the &ce ooanpoaed, — the eyes dim and half<;losed, 
the ear hearing nothijBg, the tongue sUexit, while all 
were calling on little George to say something he had 
been fond of sa3ang, to hearken to something he had 
loved to hear, and — all in vain. 

" Whistle to Idm, Boger ! " oKcIaimed M2dved, 
throng her tumbling. " Try if he oumet hear that. 
Whistle to him softJy." 

Boger tried ;; bat no suotioe was taken of the jtooed, 
iniegiilar whistle whidh was the best he ooold gii^e sA 
the moment. 

'^ Listen, dear! Hark, <jleorge! OnJy hearf «&- 
claimed Mildred and Ailwin. 

'^ O hfnh ! -all of you ! " esobdixked Olirer. "^ fie 
qniet, Mildred, dear j Onr little brother is dead." 

Boger threw himself on the grass, ^uid hid his £m» 
on his jirms. Ke moaned and rocked himself about 
so that, even in the first moments of their grie^ :tJ:ie 
brother and sister looked at eadi other with awe. 

" Come away wilih me, 4iear/' whispered Oliver to 
his sister. Ailwin, giine George to me. Let me ha;!vse 
him in my arms. 

" Bless yon, my dears ; it is not Gieoxge any longer. 
It is a poor little dead body. Yon must not call it 
George." 

^'Give him to me," said Olivet. H^ tciok the body 
&om AJlwbi^B arm% carrying tb:aa fgoo^ w^ii «B^s€feQSi% 
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«CMikL hawe hxat it dow ^ and Ike aad Miidred waUoed 
away io'wanis tthe ^)ot wli^ie tke bee-«hed liad i^xkkL 
Ailwin gazed after them^ dasMng away the tears wxtk 
the back of her hand^ when thej gathered so that she 
could not see. 

Olir^r and Mildred "vslked on till they could des- 
cend the bank a little, and sit, jnst above the waters, 
where they knew they were out of si^t of ev»ybody« 
This bank presented a strange appearance, svnch. as the 
duldrm imd beea woaderii^ a* for ««ne days, tiU 
AiLwin remembered that she had o£ben heard say that 
there was once a iiiiek forest growing whero the 
Levels were now spread, and that the old trees weic^ 
every one, somehow underground. It now appeared 
that this was tru& As <he «artk was washed away in 
the channel, and cut down along the famk, large 
tronks of trees were eeen Ijmg akaig^ hbck as coal. 
Some others started cut of the bank ; and the roots of 
a few iS|»?ead Hke netwoik, hcldmg the soil together, 
and keepboLg the bank firm ia. that part Upon one «C 
the trunks, that jutted out, Oliver took his seat; and 
Mildred piaeed herself beside him. 

'' Xiet him lie on. my knee now," said she. 

''Presently," said Oliver. "Miofw •easy and qniet 
he looks r 

*^ And how quietly he died !" observed Mildred* 
*^ I did not think it had been such too. «asy thing to 
die^ — or half so easy for ns to bear to see.'* 

'^ The hard part is to come^ dear. We are glad now 

to see him ont of his pain— €0 oomiintable as he looks 

at this moment. The hard pari will be not to hear 

his little voice any more — ^never .... But we must 

22ot iMnk o£ that now. 1 luy^e/lia^ii&sn^ S^ass^ ^^<s^ 
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are not sorry that George is dead. I am not, when 
I think that he may be with father and mother 
already." 

"Akeadyl" 

" Yes — if they are dead. Perhaps they have been 
pitying poor baby all the time he has been ill, crying 
and moaning so sadly ; and now he may be with them, 
quite happy, and full of joy to meet them again." 

" Then they may be seeing us now." 

** Yes ; they will not forget us, even the first moment 
that George's little spirit is with them. Do not let 
them see us sad, Mildred. Let them see that we are 
glad that they should have George, when we could do 
nothing for him." 

'' But we shall miss him so when . . . Oliver ! he 
must be buried !" 

" Yes. When that is done, we shall miss him sadly. 
We must expect that. But we must bear it." 

" If we die here," said Mildred, " it will be easy to 
do without him for such a little while. But if we 
ever get away, if we grow up to be as old as father 
and mother, what shall we do, all those years, without 
once hearing Geordie laugh, or having him to wake tis 
in the morning ? What long things people's lives are ! 
It will seem as if ours would never be done, if we 
have to wait all that time to see Geordie again." 

" I wish we were dead !" sighed Oliver. 

" I am sure, so do I. And dying is so very easy !" 

'' The pastor always said there was nothing to be 
afraid of," said Oliver — " I mean, for innocent people. 
And Geordie was so innocent, he was fit to go directly 
to God'' 
''If 'We die here," said M.i\died/'B»^«t txims^ \.q^. 
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What was the matter with him just now, do you think? 
Was he thinking about that T 

" He was very miserable about something. Oh, Mil- 
dred, do look 1 Did you ever see Geordie look sweeter ? 
Yes, you may have him now." 

And Oliver quietly laid the child in Mildred's arm& 

" Yet," said he, sighing, " we must bury him." 

" Oh, when T asked Mildred. 

'' Better do it while his face looks as it does now. 
To-morrow is Sunday. We will do no work to-morrow, 
and bury Greordie." 

"Where? How?" 

"We will choose the prettiest place we can fin^ 
and the quietest" 

"I wish the pastor was here," said Mildred. "I 
never saw a funeral, except passing one in the road 
sometimes." 

" We need not be afraid of doing wrong about tha 
Mineral, dear. We must make some kind of little 
coffin ; and Koger will help me to dig a grave. And 
if we have no pastor to say prayers, you and I know 
that in our hearts we shall be thanking God for 
taking our little brother, to be safe and happy with 
him." 

"And then I may plant some flowers upon his 
grave, may not I? And that will bring the bees 
humming over it. How fond he was of going near 
the hives, to hear the bees hum ! Where shall his 
grave be ?" 

" Under one of the trees, one of the shadiest." 

" Oh, dear — ^here comes Ailwin ! I wish she would 
let UB alone." 
Ailwin WAS crying too much, vi ^^^sik.* ^cia HsafSs^ 

\\ 
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the bodj from Mildred's acms with a genide f<»oe, 
kissing the little girl as she did sa She eo^ered up 
the baby's £ioe with her aproB as she walked awaj. 

The ehildren went amoi^ the trees to fix on a ep&k 
for the grave. Thej found more than one that thej 
Uked ; bat suddenly remembered that the gronnd was 
hard, and that th^ had no t^Mide, nor any tool with 
which they could make a deep hole. 

. <^Yer was greatly disturbed at this, — ^more than he 
dioBO to show when he saw how isoubled his sister also- 
was. After thinking for some time, to no purpose,— 
feeling that he could not bear to commit the body to 
the foal flood, and rcBieaiberin^ wi^ horror how 
many animals were scratching up the eui^ all otbt the 
Sed-hitt, where the ground was not too hard^ and how 
many odious Insds of prey were now hovering in the 
air, at all hours, — after thinking over these things wii^ 
a heavy heart, he b^^ged Mildred to go home to 
Ailwin, and to ask Koger to eone to him in ^e woo^ 
to consult what must be dooeu 

Mildred readily wentr but ^be hardly Mked te 
speak to Eoger when she saw Mm. He was watchii^ 
with a solky air, what Aihnn was doing; as she beni 
over the mattress. His eyes were red with crying; 
bat he did not seem tile more gentie for that When 
Mildred had given her measage, he moved as if he 
thought it a great trouMe to go ; but MUdred tiiea 
suspected what was indeed the truth, — that he was unr- 
happy at the child's death, and was ashamed of appear^ 
ing so, and put on a gruff manner to hide it. Seeing. 
iMg^ ihe little girlran after Mm, aa he sauntoed away,, 
put her band in Ms, and said, 

^Do help OHver, ail yem caxx* 1 "Vawfi Vfft ^ 



would have tried ia help jony if George liad been your 
little brother." 

'^'Tis all the same as if he had been," muttered 
Boger. " Pm sure I am just as sony." 

^ Are youy indeed I" said MUdred, her eyes now 
filling with tears. 

Roger could not bear to see that ; and he hastened 
away. 

Mildred found a great change when she looked on 
the baby^s face again. The eyes were quite ekosed, and 
Ailwin had tied a bandage round his head, — ^under the 
chin, and among the thick hair, which used to curl so 
prettHy, but which had hung straight and damp since 
he had been ilL He was now strangely dressed, and 
laid out straight and stiff. He did not look like 
Geordie ; and now Mildred began to know the dreary 
feelings that death brings into fiunilies. She longed 
for Oliver to come home ; and would have gone to see 
what he was about, but that she did not like to leave 
the tent and the body while Ailwin was busy else^ 
where, which was now the case. 

When, at length, the boys returned, they reported 
that^ for many reasons, there could not be a grave 
under the trees, as they would have liked. They had 
hopes of making one which would save the body from 
the flood, and would serve at least till the day (if that 
day ever came) when it might be removed to some 
churchyard They had no tools to dig a deep hole 
with ; and if there was a hole, it must be deep : but 
they found they could excavate a space in the bank, 
under the trunk of one of the large buried forest-trees. 
Thejr could line this hole with hswn «tocL«& bTooi^^ 
ihrnz the shattered wall of tliQ \LO\tf^)«iA<s^^^^£:R^ 
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it in also with a stone, — ^thus making the space at 
once a coffin and a grave, as secure from beast, or 
hird of prey, as any vault under any church-vralL 
Oliver had found among the ruins one of the beautiful 
Carved stones, which he had always admired as it sur- 
mounted the doorway of their home. With this he 
meant to close in the little vault. At some future 
time, if no one should wish to disturb the remains, 
ivy might be led over the face of the bank, and about 
this sculptured stone ; and then he thought, even 
those who most loved little George could not wish 
him a better grave. 



CHAPTER X. 

GRAVES IN THE LEVELS. 

Oliveb SO much wished that the next day (Sunday^ 
and the day of his little brother's funeral) should be 
one of rest and decent quiet, that he worked ex- 
tremely hard, as long as tiie light lasted, and was glad 
of all the help the rest of the party could give. 

To make an excavation large enough for the body 

was no difficult task ; — the earth being soft, and easily 

removed from the trunks, roots and branches of buried 

trees, which seemed to run all through the interior of 

the bank. But the five stones with which the grave 

was to be lined, were of considerable thickness ; and 

Oliver chose to have them nicely fitted in, that no 

living creature should be able to enter this place sacred 

to the dead. 

JSow a^rtonished were they all V> ^TA^JaSit tMs was 

already a place of the deaA\ "SfiT^^ KiS^Vvn. -ws 

holding one of the stones against oive en^ oi ^^ ^"^ 
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vation, and Oliver was striking and fixing it with the 
great hammer, Boger was emptying out soil from the 
other end. He exclaimed that he had come upon 
some large thing made of leather. 

" I dare say you have," said Ailwin« " There are 
all manner of things found by those who dig in the 
Levels ; — except useful things, I mean. No . one ever 
knew anything useful come out of these odd places." 

" You are wrong there," said Roger. " I have got 
useful things myself from imder the carr, that brought 
me more money than any fish and fowl I ever took out 
of the ponds on it. Uncle and I found some old red 
earthenware things • . • ." 

" Old red earthenware !" exclaimed Ailwin. " As 
if old earthenware was better than fish and fowl, 
when there is so much new to be had now-a-days ! 
My uncle is a sailor, always going between this and 
Holland ; and he says the quantity of ware they bring 
over in a year will hold victuals for all Lincolnshire. 
And Dutch ware does not cost above half what it did 
in my grand&ther's time: so don't you be telling 
your wonderful tales, Roger. We sha'n't believe them." 

" Well, then, don't. But I say again, uncle Stephen 
and I took gold for the old red ware we got out of 
a deep hole in the carr." 

" Yery likely, indeed. I wonder who has gold to 
throw away in that manner. However, I don't say 
but there may be such. * Fools and their money are 
soon parted,' some folks say." 

" Who gave you the gold ]" asked Oliver. 

" You may ask that," said Roger ; *' but you may 
not believe me when I teU you. You know the Earl 
of Arundel comes sometimes m\o \Jafi»fc ^^m^a* "^^^ 
— it was iie." 
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*' He o&£ak oomes down to see tlie Treaty bavix^ the 
care of the forestai upon it: and, one lime, he stopped 
near here, on his waj into Scotland, about some 
bosineas. Thejr ny he has a castle fidl of wonderful 
things somewhere—." 

^What sort of thingsT asked Ailwm. ""Horn 
spoons and pewter driiJong-mngi^ to his old xied 
earthenware T 

^ Perhaps," relied Soger. 'But I heard nothing 
of them. What I heard of was old hiidai^ and atone 
figures, and all manner of atone jara Well, a gentle- 
man belonging to the Earl o£ Arundel chanoed to 
oome across us, jnst after we had fcond a pitdier or 
two down in the moss ; and he made ns go with him 
to the Earl .,..'* 

*' You don't oEiean that joa eyeac saw a lord to ^peak 
tor exclaimed Ailwin, turning aharp round e|KXi 
Boger, 

'* I teii you, I did, and mnde too.^ 

Ailwin muttered that she did not beliOTe a word of 
it; but her altered manuer towards Boger, at the 
moment, and ever after, showed that she did. 

^He asked us all manner of questions about the 
Levels,*' continued Boger : — " I mean about the things 
that lie in the moss, fie did not seem to care about 
the settlers and the crops, othorwiaa than in the wiy 
of bnsiDess. All that he did about the earthenware 
was plainly for his pleasure. He bought all we oonkl 
find on that spot ; and he said, if we found any more 
curiosities, at any time, we were. « . . ButI can't stand 
talking any more." 
And Rogor |^ced witk 8QS(AfiaoQa «!i» %E»m. ^dsa 
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pieoe of leMier (as he called it) that he had met with 
in the back to OliFer. Hie wanted to hav« the sob 
benefit of this new diBCOveiy. 

^ And -what were jou to do, if yovL found anything 
more T asked Ailwin. ^ One might eiiily buiy soma 
of the ware my unole bringHy and kei^ it in the moss 
tin it is well wetted ; and then some earl aught give 
one gold for it. Comi^ Soger, tell me what you wete 
to do with your findings. Yon owo it to bm to tell 
me ; ocmsidering that your people have got away my 
cloak and warm stockings." 

''Look £or ihexxt in the mossy— you had better,** said 
Boger. '' Yon will Bad them there or nowhere." 

Not a word more would hesay oi his own conoemi. 

Oliver <fid not want to hear natpe. On being told * 
of the Earl of Anuuiel's atatnes and raaes, he had, for 
a moment, longed to see them, wdA wondered whether 
there were aaiy alabsater «iips in the o^kction ; but 
his thoughts were pieseatly with Ckorge again. He 
remembered tibat Mildred had becai left long enough 
alone with the body ; and he dismissed Ailwiny saying 
that he himself should so(» have done, it was now 
growing so dark. 

As he worked on silently and theoghtfully, Bojger 
supposed he was observing nothing; and tiberefore 
ventured, turning his back on Oliver, to investigate j9> 
little more closely the leathern euiioeity he had met 
with. He disengaged the eaith more and more, dre^r 
s(»Mtfaing out, and started at what he saw. 

*' You ham icmnd a eniiosUy,*' observed Oliver, 
-quietly. ^ That is a mummy." 

** Ko— *tis a man," exclaimed Boger, in some agita- 
iu»L "Ajb least it is aoiDA\]uB%'\akA%i&ui^ \Kkiwi^ 
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this like an arm^ with a hand at the end of it ? — ^a 
little dried, shrunk, ugly arm. 'Tis not stiff, neither. 
Look ! It can't be Uncle Stephen, sure — or Nan T 

" No, no : it is a mummy — a human body which 
has been buried for himdreds and thousands of years/' 

Roger had never heard of a mummy ; and there 
was no great wonder in that, when even Oliver did 
not rightly know the meaning of the word. All 
animal bodies (and not only human bodies) which re- 
miain dry, by any means, instead of putrefying, are 
called munmiies. 

" What do you mean by hundreds and thousands of 
years ]" said Roger. " Look here, how the arm bends, 
and the wrist ! I believe I could make its fingers close 
on mine," he continued, stepping back — evidently afbdd 
of the remains which lay before him. " If I was sure 
now, that it was not Stephen or Nan. . . . But the peat 
water does wonders, they say, with whatever lies in it" 

*' So it does. It preserves bodies, as I told you. I 
will show you in a minute that it is nobody you have 
ever known." 

And Oliver took from Roger's hand the slip of wood 
with which he had been working, and began to dear 
out more soil about the figure. 

" Don't, don't now !" exclaimed Roger. " Don't un- 
cover the face ! If you do, I will go away." 

** Go, then," replied Oliver. It appeared as if the 
bold boy and the timid one had changed characters. 
The reason was that Roger had some very disagreeable 
thoughts connected with Stephen and Nan Redfum. 
He never forgot, when their images were before him, 
tliat tbejr bad died in the imdsV> oi ^sl^^ «ivd con- 
temptuoua ieelings between tlttfem. wajQi "Vjaxsi- Qf^«L> 
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on the other hand^ ^vras religious. Though^ in easy 
times, more a&aid than he ought to have been of dis- 
honest and violent persons^ he had yet enough trust in 
God to support his spirits and his hope in trial^ as we 
have seen : and about death and the grave^ and the 
other world, where he believed the dead went to meet 
their Maker and Father, he had no fear at all. Nothing 
that Koger now said, therefore, made him desist, till 
he had uncovered half the dried body. 

*' Look here 1" said he — for Boger had not gone 
away as he had threatened — ''come closer and look, or 
you will see nothing in the dusL Did either Stephen 
or Nan wear their hair this way ? And is this dress 
anything like Ailwin's cloak ? Look at the long black 
hair hanging all round the little flat brown feice. And 
the dress : it is the skin of some beast, with the hair 
lefb on—a rough-edged skin, fastened with a bit of 
something like coal on the lefb shoulder. I dare say it 
was once a wooden skewer. I wonder how long ago 
this body was alive. I wonder what sort of a country 
this was to live in, at that day." 

Itoger's fear having now departed, his more habitual 
feelings again prevailed. 

" I say," said he, returning to the spot, and wrench- 
ing the tool from Oliver's hand ; " I say— don't you 
meddle any more. The curiosity is mine, you know. 
I found it, and it's mine." 

"What will you do with it 1" asked Oliver, who saw 
that, even now, Boger rather shrank from touching 
the limbs, and turned away from the open eyes of the 
body. 

"It will make a show. K I don't ha^^en to see 
the earl, so aa to get gold iox it^TXVTasiisfc^^RSs^^ '^'^^ 
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iBd a peunj * {aece to «ee H ; Mstd tliat ^wUl be m good 
«s gold pneaeaiiy.^' 

^I wish yoa would burjiiv" fwinifitiy caockioted 
Olmr, as tbe thoo^bt oocaired to liim titti tbs tiae 
mi^^ come, though perhsfis hmdieds of yean heiM% 
when dear UtOe Oeoige's bodif sig|ife be £oiiad in lika 
SMonfir. He could not endnra the idea of that bod j 
being ever madea show o£ 

Of course^ Boger would not bear of giviag vp lua 
teeasiire ; and OiiFer -vao walkuBg awaf « when Boger 
called afber hiin — 

^Dooi't go jdt^ 01iT«c. Wait amiaate^ and I will 
oome with jron.'' 

OH^er proceeded, howevor, tbrnkiiig thai Jtogar 
would ha'vieto aoqnm some consage jet befiatie beooaU 
caary about his muauny for a show. 

Oliver was only going far Mildred — to let her 
b^ore it was quite dark, what had been doase^ 
what found. When, they returned, Boger was <*f*»*y?»g 
at some diataooe fimn the baaik, apparently watohiag 
his mummy as it lay in the ole£b that he had beared. 
He started when he heaacd lOldred's gentle tooo ex- 
<}laimiDg at its being so small and ao dack-^eokkmied. 
She next wondered how old it was. 

Alter the boys had fiYa.mined the ground egaan, and 
put together ail th^ had heard about the ancaemfe oon- 
dition of the Levels^ they agreed that this penon must 
haYo been buried, or have died alone in the woods, be- 
fore the district became a marsh. Pastor Dendel had 
told Oliver about the thick forest <hat eovered Idieao 
lands when the Eomans invaded Britain; and how the 
mhabituiis fled to the woods, «&d «o hid tiiemaelves 
there tiuA the K<NBan soUiecabsA \a qq!^ ^^tuil ^Sub 
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woods to get at them ; and how the trees, £Edliiig 
across the oourses of the s^reamsy dammed them up, so 
iiiat the surrounding soil was turned into a swamp ; 
and how mosses and water-plants grew over the faUen 
trees^ and became matted together, so thai mare vege- 
ta^on grew on the top of that, till the ancient forest 
was, at length, qmte buried in the carr. Oliver now 
reminded his sister of all this : and thejr looked with 
a lind of Teneration on the form idiidi they siqpposed 
was probably that of an andent Briton, who, flying 
from the invaders, into ihe recesses of the forest^ had 
perished there alone. There was no appeaiance of his 
liaving been buried. Ko earthen vessels, or other re- 
mains, such as were usually found in the graves of the 
ancients, appeared to be contained in the bank. If he 
had died lying along the ground, his body would have 
decayed like other bodies, or been devoured by wild 
beasts. Perhaps he was drowned in one of the ponds or 
streams of the forest, and the bocty, being immediatdy 
washed over with sand or mud, was thns preserved. 

^ What is the use of guessing and guessing V ex- 
claimed Roger. ^If pec^le should dig up George's 
bones, out of this bank, a I^Krasand years hence^ and 
find them lying in a sort of oven, as they would call 
it, with a fine carved stone for one <^ the six sides, do 
you think they could ever guess how all these things 
came to be here t" 

^'This way of burying is an accident, such as no one 
would think of guessing," said Oliver, sighing. ^' And 
this dried body may be here, to be sure, by some other 
accident that we know nothing about I really wish^ 
Roger, you would cover up the corpse again ; at least, 
till we know whether we diaSi tS\ ai<&\«^^^M8t>M8»^ 



\ 
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This was what Boger could never bear to hear of. 
He always rau away from it : and so he did now. 
Dark as it was growing, he passed over to the house, 
and mounted the staircase (which stpod as firm as 
ever, and looked something like a self-supported ladder). 
While he was yainly looking abroad for boats^ which 
the shadows of the evening would have prevented his 
seeing if they had been there by hundreds, the brother 
and sister speculated on one thing more, in connexion 
with the spectacle which had powerfully excited their 
imaginations, Mildred whispered to Oliver — 

'^ If this old man and George lie together here, I 
wonder whether their spirits will know it, and come 
together in heaven," 

They talked for some time about the difference 
there must be between the thoughts of an ancient 
Briton, skin-clothed, a hunter of the wolf, and living 
on the acorns and wild animals of the forest, and the 
mind of a little child, reared in the Levels, and 
nourished and amused between the &rm-yard and the 
garden. Yet they agreed that there must have been 
some things in which two so different thought and felt 
aUke. The sky was over the heads of both, and the 
air around them, and the grass spread under their 
feet ; — ^both, too, had, no doubt, had relations, by whom 
they had been beloved : and there is no saying how 
many things may become known alike to all, on enter- 
ing upon the life after death. Oliver and Mildred re- 
solved that if ever they should see Pastor Dendel again, 
they would ask him what he thought of all this. They 
a,greed that they would offer to help Boger to seek for 
other curiosities, to make a sh-O^ oi , wa-d. -voxild ^ve 
-bim, for his own, all they co\iid ^ud, \i \ift ^wJX.^'WHk 
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consent to bury this body again^ decently^ and beside 
little Greorge. 

The supper was eatable to-night ; and so was the 
break&st on the Sunday morning; and yet Boger 
scarcely touched anything. Oliver heard him tossing 
and muttering during the night, and was sure that he 
was ill. He was ill. He would not allow that he was 
so, however; and dressed himself agaiu in the fine 
clothes he had taken from the chest. It was plain, 
from his shaking hand and his heavy eye, that he was 
too weak, and his head aching too much for him to be 
able to do any work ; therefore Ailwin helped Oliver 
to finish the grave. 

Boger inquired how the work proceeded : and it ap- 
peared that he meant to attend the funeral, when he 
found that it was to be in the afternoon. His com- 
panions did not believe him able: and he himself 
doubted it in, his heart, resolved as he was to refuse to 
believe himself very ill, as long as he could keep off 
the thought. He found an excuse, however, for lying 
on the grass while the others were engaged at the grave. 
Oliver hinted to him, very gently, that Mildred and 
he had rather see him dressed in the shabbiest clothes 
of his own,, than following their little brother to his 
grave in fine things which they could not but consider 
stolen. Boger was, in reality, only ashamed ; but he 
pretended to be angry; and made use of the pretence 
to stay behind. While he lay, ill and miserable, re- 
membering that little George alone had seemed to love 
him, and that Oeorge was dead, he believed it impos- 
sible that any one should mourn the child as he did in 
bis heart 

Oliver himself took 8omet\tm%^^TS!L^<6 ^^^^r— ^^sssj^ 
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ivUlj and reTerently; sod casefullj and reverentlj he 
put it back before night. There was a Bible^ in Dntck; 
and with it a Frajer-book. He canned these^ while- 
Ailwin carried the bodj, wrapped in dioth, witk 
another piece hanging oyer it, Hke a paU. As OliTer 
took Mildred's hand, and saw how pak and sorrowfol 
she looked (thougih qnite patient), he iekt how much 
need they all had of the consolations and hopes which 
speak to monmers from the book he held. 

Ailwin did not understand Dntdi ; so Oliver 
thought it kindest and best to say in EngKi4i what he 
reac^ both from the Bible and Prayer-book. He read 
a short portion of what St. Paul says about the dead 
and iheir rising again. Then all three assisked in 
<dosii^ the tomb^ firmly and completely; and then 
they kneeled down^ and Oliyer read a prayer for 
mommers £rom his book. They did not sing j £» he 
was not sure that Mildced ooidd go through a hymn. 
He made a sign to her to stay when Ailwin wcDi 
home ; and they twe »t down on the grass above the 
banky and read together that part <^ the Sc riptur e m 
which Jesus desires his fbUowers not to let their heaits 
be troubled, but to belieye in God. and in hiDL, 

Mildred was soon quite happy; and Oliyer was- 
cheered to see her sou He even b^gan, after a tbai^ 
to talk of the future. He pointed out how the watets 
had sank, leaving now^ he supposed, only about three 
feet ci depth, besides mud and slime. This mud 
would make the soil more fertile than it had ev«r 
bee% if the remainder of the flood could by any means 
be drawn ofit He thought his father migjit retunv: 
and drain bis ground, and reb\n\d t\i^ "Waaa. '^^el. 
^i» hank ibej aat on would overlook. Kin»c%\3«MQ^Sx^ 
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gnrdoLthnk th^ luid eTcr jet possessed. Tlie whole land 
bad beeaso wdl wcvped — (thai is, flooded with ferti- 
fisiiig miid)i — ^thai everything that was planted would 
flourish. Thej might get the finest tulip roots from. 
Holland, and have a bed of them; and another of 
dioice aoorieiilas, just below €rearge*8 tomb ; and 
luHiejsiiddea mi^t be trained round it^ to attract 
the bees» 

Mildred liked to h«ar all this ; and she said so ; but 
she added that she idumLd like it better stIB to-morrow, 
periiapa. ^kt^ Mt so strangely tired now, that she 
oonld not bsteik any morey even to what she Uked ta 



** Are j«ML gfiag to be il^ do you thinly dear T 
" I don't know. Don't you think Boger is ill 1" 
^* Yes ; and I dare say we shall all have the fever, 
from the damps and bad smells of this place." 

" Well — never mind about me, Oliver. I am only 
very, very tired yet." 

^GoDEie hooM^ and He down, and I wiU »t beade 
yovi,'' said Olbrer. " You will be patient^ I know, dear. 
I will try if I can be patient, if I sdiould see yoa very 
ilL** 

He led her home, and laid her down, and scaredy 
left her for many hours. It was plain now that the 
fever had seized upon them ; and where it would stop, 
who could teUI During the night he and Ailwin 
watched by turns beside their sick companioBS. This 
would not have been necessary for Mildred; but 
Hoger was sometimes a little ddirious ; and they were 
a&aid of his frightening Mildred by his startings and 
strange sayingBb. 
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she patted him on the shoulder, and bade him go to 
sleep, and be in no hurry to rouse himself again j for 
he would not be wanted for anything if he should 
sleep till noon. 

Oliver was tired enough ; but there was one thing 
which he had a great mind to do before he slept. He 
wished to look out once again from the staircase, when 
the Sim should have risen, to see whether there was no 
moving speck on the wide waters — ^no promise of help 
in what nowk threatened to be his extremity. Ailwin 
thought him perverse ; but did not oppose his going 
when he said he was sure he should sleep better after it. 
She soon therefore saw his figure among the ruins of 
the rooi^ standing up between her and the brightening 
sky. 

CHAPTER XL 

KOBE HABDSHIP. 

This morning was imlike the mornings which Oliver 
had watched since the flood came. There was no 
glowing sky towards the east ; and he saw that there 
would be no broad train of light over the waters, which 
should so dazzle his eyes as almost to prevent his 
seeing anything else. It was now a stormy-looking 
sunrise. Huge piles of clouds lay on the eastern 
horizon, through which it seemed impossible that the 
rays of the sun should pierce. The distant church- 
spire looked black amidst the grey flood; and the 
houses and chapel at Sandtofb, which now stood high 
out of the water, had a dark and dismal air. Oliver 
would have been rather glsud to "b^e^e \Sm^ \5ciss5fe 
would be no sunshine this day, \£ Ve V«»^ Tio\. i«w£^ 
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there would be storm. He had so learned, in these 
few days, to associate reeking fogs and putrid smells 
with hot sunshine, that a shady day would have been 
a relief: but if there should come a tempest, what 
could be done with the sick members of the party ? 
It was dangerous to stand under the trees in a thun- 
derstorm ; and the poor tent would be soaked through 
with a quarter of an hour's rain. He thought it would 
be best to take down the tent, and wrap up Mildred 
and Roger in the cloth ; and to pile the mattresses, 
one upon another, at the foot of the thickest tree they 
could find ; so that there might be a chance of one bed 
being left dry for poor Mildred. 

While arranging this in his mind, Oliver had been 
anxiously looking abroad for any moving speck on the 
grey waters. Seeing none, but perceiving that the 
clouds were slowly mounting the sky, and moving on- 
wards, he £elt that he ought to be going to the hill, to 
make such preparations as were possible before the 
first raindrops should fall. Slowly and sadly he turned 
away to do so, when, casting one more glance east- 
wards, he perceived something moving — a dark speck, 
leaving the ruined roof of a dwelling which stood about 
half-way between imself and the hamlet. 

There could be no doubt that this speck was a boat ; 
and as it came nearer, Oliver saw that it was — a large 
boat, but quite full. He could distinguish no figures 
in it, so heavy seemed the mass of people, or of goods, 
with which it was crowded. It came on and on, how- 
ever ; and Oliver's heart beat faster as it came. How 
he wished now that he had kept a flag flying from the 
spot on which he stood I How he wished he now had 
I aignal to fix on this height \ T\io\x^^^\i^'^i^'^'^%^ 
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were still too far off to distinguish figures, a signal 
might catch their eye. If he went to the Red-hill for 
a flag, the boat might be gone away before his return. 
Trembling with haste^ he stripped off his shirt, and 
swung it in the air. He even mounted the top stone, 
which, surrounded by no wall, or other defence, hung 
over the waters below. Oliver would have said, half 
an hour before, that he could not have stood alcme on 
this perilous point : now, he not only stood there, but 
waved his white signal with all his strength. 

Did anybody notice it ? 

He once thought he saw what might have been an 
oar lifted in the air ; but he was not sure. He was 
presently only too certain of something else — that the 
boat was moving away, not in the direction in which 
it had approached, but southwards. He tried, as long 
as he could, to disbelieve this ; but there it went — 
away, — away — and Oliver had to come down from his 
stone, put on his clothes again, and find how thirsty 
he was. 

There was hope still, he felt — ^great hope : but he 
must keep it £rom Mildred, who was in no condition 
to bear the disappointment of such a hope. He 
doubted whether Ail win could control her tongue and 
her countenance, while possessed of such news. It 
would be hard not to be able to tell any one of what 
so filled his thoughts ; and he resolved to see first 
what state Roger was in. 

When he reached the tent, Roger was not there. 

Ailwin could not tell where he was. He had stag- 

jrered away, like a drunken person, she said — he seemed 

8o giddy ; but she could not lea've* "MLV^AteA. \io ^r^ «£tier 

him, though he had spoken to a \ot^ > Hi \xAfi«)^ ^Osis* 
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could be true of a boy like him. Ail win looked up at 
the clouds, every moment, as she spoke ; and Mildred 
shivered, as if she missed the morning sunshine. Oliver 
aaw that he must make ready for the storm, before he 
prepared for what might follow. He and Ailwin 
pulled down the long piece of cloth from its support, 
doubled it again and again, and put Mildred into the 
middle of it. Oliver longed to lay her under a leafy 
tree ; but he dared not, on account of the lightning, 
which was already beginniog to flash. He and Ailwin 
set up the deal table as a sort of penthouse over her ; 
and then busied themselves, in her sight, in piling 
together everything else they had, to keep as many 
articles as possible from spoiling. 

Oliver was just thinking that he might slip away to 
seek Roger, when he saw that Mildred was sobbing, 
under the heap of cloth they had laid upon her. In a 
moment he was by her side, saying,— 

" What is the matter, dear? Are you afraid of the 
storm ? I never knew you afraid of thunder and 
lightning ; but perhaps you may be now, because you 
areilL" 

« No," sobbed Mildred. 

^* I cannot help being glad of this storm," continued 
Oliver, "though it is disagreeable, at the time, to 
people who have no house to go to. I hope it will 
clear the air, and freshen it ; and that is the very thing 
we want, to make you better." 

" It is not that, Oliver. I don't mind the storm 
at aU." 

" Then what makes you cry so, dear ? Is it about 
Geordie T 

'' Tea. Something about "binx tV-aX. ^ ^wLH» ""^^kc^s^ 

VI— '^ 
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you know; something that I shall never bear to think 
of. It will make me miserable as long as I live. Do 
you know, I was tired of nursing him, and hearing 
him cry; and I gave it up — ^the only thing I oould do 
for him ! I asked Ailwin to take him. And in two 
days he was dead; and I could never do anything for 
him any more." 

Here a burst of grief stopped her voice. Her bro- 
ther said, very solemnly, — 

" Now, Mildred, listen to me, — to the little I can • 
say, — for you know I cannot, in this place, stay and 
talk with you as we should both like, and as we might 
have done at home. I think you were almost always 
very kind to Geordie; and I am sure he loved you 
very dearly. But I have heard mother say that the 
worst pai-t of losing dear friends is that we have to 
blame ourselves, more or less, for our behaviour to 
them, — even to those we loved the very most. So I 
will not flatter you, dear : though I don't at all wonder 
at youi* being tired of hearing Geordie cry that day. 
I will not say whether you were right or wrong ; but 
only put you in mind that we may always ask for 
pardon. Remember, too, that you may meet Geordie 
again ; and perhaps be kinder to him than we ever are 
to one another here. — Now I will go, and come back 
again soon." 

" Stop one minute," implored Mildred. " I dreamed 
that you all went away from this hill, and left me alone." 

As she said this, she looked at her brother, with 

such a painful wistfalness, that he saw that she had 

had a fever-dream, and was not yet quite clear from 

its remains. He laughed, aa at wm^tldm^ Tvdiculous ; 

which Mildred seemed to like *. an^ t\kfc\i \l^ \eaocEAa^ 
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her more gravely, that they could not get away from 
this place if they would. If an opportunity should 
occur, he assured her he would not leave hold of her 
hand. Nothing should make him step into a boat 
without her. Poor Mildred had fancied, bewildered 
as she was this morning, that if Oliver knew of what 
she had done about George, he would think himself 
justified in leaving her to perish on the hill ; and yet 
she could not help telling him. Her mind was relieved, 
for the present, and she let him go. 

He found Roger where he first looked for him, — 
near the mummy. The poor lad was too ill to stand ; 
but he lay on the slimy bank, poking and grubbing, 
with a stick and with his fingers, as deep in the soft 
soil as he could penetrate. Oliver saw that he had 
found some more curiosities ; — ^bimches of nuts, — ^nuts 
which were ripening on the tree many hundreds of 
seasons ago ; but which no hand had plucked till 
now. Oliver could neither wonder nor admire, at this 
moment : nor was he vexed (as he might have been at 
another time) at Roger's crawling hither, in pursuit of 
gain, to be made more ill by every breath he drew while 
stooping over the rank mud. 

" Don't be afraid, Roger," said Oliver. " I am not 
going to touch your findings, or meddle with you. I 
want you to change your clothes, — ^to put off that 
finery, — and to let me know where the bag of money 
is that you took out of the chest." 

Roger stared. 

'^ I am going to pack that chest again ; and I want 
to see everything in it, that it may be ready if any 
boat should come." 

''Boat r exclaimed Ro^er. 
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"Yes: a boat may come, you know; and we must 
not detain it, if such a thing should happen. If you 
die without restoring that money, Roger, it will be a 
sin upon your soul ; so tell me where it is, and have 
an easy mind, I advise you. That will be a good 
thing, if you live an hundi'ed years." 

" There is a boat here now ! You are going to leave 
me behind !" cried Roger, scrambling up on his feet, 
and falling again from weakness, two or three times. 
"I knew it," he continued; "I dreamt it all last 
night ; and it is going to come true to-day." 

" Mildred dreamed the same thing ; and it is be- 
cause you are both ill," said Oliver. " Lean upon me, 
— as heavily as you like, — ^and I will go home with you, 
as slowly as you will, if you will tell me where the 
money-bag is. You will find no boat there now, what- 
ever there may be by-and-by : but if you will not tell 
me where the money-bag is, I will shake you off now, 
and leave you here. It is another person's money : and 
I must have it." 

Roger said he would tell, if Oliver would promise 
him not to leave him alone on the island. Oliver 
assured him that there was no danger whatever of the 
deliverers of some of the party leaving others to perisL 
He owned that he was bound to make his sister his 
first care, and Ailwin his next. As boys, Roger and 
himself must be satisfied to be thought of last ; but he 
hoped they should neither of them do an ill turn by 
the other. He asked if Roger had ever received an 
ill turn from him. 

" That is the thing," said Roger, sorrowfully : " and 
j'ou have had so many from, me aiid "im3aft V 
'^I am sure*I forgive them aW, tio^t ^csw \k»N^ cmRfc 
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said tliat," cried Oliver. " I forgive and forget them 
all : and so would father, if he heard you." 

" No ! would he ? And he said onoe that he and his 
would scorn to be like me and mine." 

" Did you hear him say that 1 You used to hear 
every word we said to one another, I think." 

" It was Ailwin that threw that in my teetk" 

" Father would not say so now ; — never after you 
had had Geordie on your knees and made h™ fond of 
you, as you did." 

" Do you really think so ]" 

^' I am almost sure of it. But he could not help 
thinking badly of you if you keep that money." 

" I am not going to keep it. Do you go and find 
it, if you like ; for I can^t. It is in a hollow elm that 
stands between two beeches, on the other side of the 
wood. There is a little cross cut in the bark, on the 
south side — that will help you to find it But don't 
you go till you have got me to the tent." 

Oliver helped him home, amidst lightning and 
splashing rain, explaining as they went why the tent 
was down, but thinking it best to say nothing of the 
boat to one so weak-spirited as Roger was now. He 
then ran ofij and found the money-bag. He wished 
the weather would clear, that he might look out again : 
but, meanwhile, he felt that he was not losing time in 
collecting together all the goods that were on the hill ; 
for the tempest so darkened and filled the air, that 
he knew he could not have seen a furlong into the 
distance, if he had been on his perch at this moment. 
He wore his mother's watch in his pocket, feeling as 
if it promised that he should meet her again, to put 
it back into her hands. ^ 
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"Now, Oliver," said Ailwin, "I am vexed with 
you that you did not sleep while you might, before 
this growling, splashing weather came on, and while 
there was something of a shelter over your head. If 
you don't go to sleep the minute this tempest is over, 
I must see what I must do to you : for you will be 
having the fever else ; and then what is to become of 
me. among you all, I should like to know? I wish 
you would creep in now between the mattresses tinder 
the tree, and never think of the storm, but go to sleep 
like a good boy. It is hardly likely that the light- 
ning should strike that particular tree, just while you 
are under it." 

"But if you should chance to find me a cinder, 
when you thought it time for me to be waking, 
Ailwin — ^would not that be as bad as my having the 
lever r 

" Oliver 1 how can you talk so 1 How dare you 
think of such a shocking thing V 

" You put it into my head, Ailwin. But come— 
let me tell you a thing I want you to do, if I should 
be away when it stops raining. Here are Roger's 
old clothes, safe and dry here between the beds. When 
it leaves off raining, make him pull off his wet finery, 
and put on his own dry things. And keep that 
finery somewhere out of his way, that I may put it 
back into the chest, where it ought to be lying now. 
Will you do this, AUwin f 

" Why, I'll see. If I was quite sure that he had 
notliing to do with this storm, I might manage him 
as I could any other boy." 

'^Anybody may manage him to-day, with a little 
irzjadness. He is ill and weaVaeVrv^.^^ \ ^sA ^ws^ ^»s^ 
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touch his heart with a word. If you only remember 
how Greorge cried after him, you will be gentle with 
him, I know." 

" Well, that's true : and I doubt whether a lord 
would have spoken with him, if he had been so dan- 
gerous as he seems sometimes. Now, as to dinner to- 
day, Oliver — ^I really don't like to give Mildred such 
food as the game on the island now is. I am sure it 
is downright unwholesome. Bird and beast, they are 
M dying off faster than we can kill them." 

'" The fowls are not all done, I hope. I thought we 
had some meal-fed fowls left." 

*^ Just two ; and that is all : and the truth is, I 
don't like to part those two poor things, enjoying the 
meal-picking together ; and then, they are the last of 
our wholesome food." 

" Then let us have them while they are wholesome. 
Boil one to-day, and make the broth as nice as you 
can for Mildred. We will cook the other to- 
morrow. ' 

" And what next day T 

"We will see to that when the day comes. Oh 
dear! when will these clouds have emptied them- 
selves? Surely they cannot pour down at this rate 
long." 

"The thunder and lightning are just over, and 
that's a comfort," said Ailwin. "You might stand 
under any tree, now, Oliver ; and you go wandering 
about, as if you were a duck in your heart, and loved 
the rain." 

Ailwin might wonder, for Oliver was indeed very 
restless. While waiting the moment when he might 
again cross to the staircase, \ie coiviXi^. tslrN* «^^ql ^^sjsi^ 
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still under a tree. The secret of Lis haying seen the 
boat was too heavy a one to he home when he was 
no longer busy. He felt that he should tell, if he 
remained beside his sister and Ailwin; so he wan- 
dered o£^ through the wood, to try how far he could 
see over the waters to the south, now that the tempest 
was passing away. 

Through the trees he saw some one-— a tall person, 
walking on the grass by the water-side. He ran — 
he fle.w. There was a boat lying against the bank^ 
and two or three men walking towards the wood. The 
foremost was Pastor Dendel. Oliver sprang into his 
arms, dung round his neck for a moment, and then 
fidnted away. 



CHAPTER XIL 

HEWS. 

Oliveb soon recovered. The strong, manly caress of 
the pastor seemed to revive him, even more than the 
water the others threw on his face. His first word 
was "mother." 

" She is safe, my boy : and she will be well when I 
take you to her. Are you alone here, Oliver ?" 

" Alone ! O no ! Don't let these men go and startle 
Mildred and the rest ** 

" Thank God T exclaimed Pastor Dendel. 

The two men who were with him seemed about to 
raise a shout, and wave their hats, but the pastor for- 
bade them by a gesture. He whispered to Oliver, — 

^^ Mildred, and who else, my deax'^ "We know 
Jiotbing, you are aware. Your ia.\^et T 
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" He was carried ojQf in the mill, — out to the 
Humber " 

Oliver stopped, as he saw the men exchange a look 
of awe, which took his breath away again. 

" We have something like news of your father too, 
Oliver. There is a rumour which makes us hope that 
he may be safe at a distance. Your mother believes 
it, as she will tell you. Is it possible that you are all 
alive, after such a calamity as this ?" 

" George is dead, sir. We buried him yesterday. 
Ailwin is here, with Mildred and me; and Koger 
Redfum." 

One of the men observed that he had hoped, as 
one good that would come of the flood, that the 
Levels were rid of the Redfums. 

" Do not say that," said Oliver. " Roger has helped 
us in many things ; and he was kind to little George. 
Let me go, sir. I can walk now very well ; and I 
want to tell them that you are come." 

" Go, my boy : but do it gently, Oliver, — ^gently." 

" That is what I want, sir, — ^that they should not 
see or hear you : for Mildred is ill, — and Roger too. 
Please keep out of sight till I come for you. So 
mother is safe, — ^really T* 

" Really, and we will take you all to her." 

Mildred, lying uncomfortably in the soaked doth 
(for the rain had penetrated everything), was yet 
dozing, — now and then starting and calling out. 
Oliver took her hand, to wake her up, and asked her, 
with a smile, as she opened her eyes, whether she was 
dreaming of a boat again. Mildred believed not, but 
her head was sadly conned ; so much so, that she 
heard of the boat which had xeaXVy corckfe^^JsA^^^^^a^vsst 



\ 
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and her parents, without showing any surprise or 
pleasure. Little ceremony was necessary with the 
strong Ailwin ; and one of the men made short work 
with Koger, by Uffcing him, and canying him into the 
boat. Oliver said a word to the pastor about seeing 
Creorge's grave, and about the chest and the money- 
bag, which belonged to somebody who might want 
them much. The pastor took charge of the bag ; but 
declared that everything else must be left for another 
trip, at a more Ieisui*e time. Mrs. Linacre was waiting, 
— ^and in what a state of expectation ! 

While the two stout rowers were pulling rapidly away 
from the Bed-hill, and in the direction of Gkiinsborough, 
the pastor explained to the party what they most 
wanted to know. Mrs. Linacre had heard some 
rumour which alarmed her on the day of the flood, and 
had locked up her shed, and set out homewards, when 
the waters gushed over her road, and compelled her to 
turn back. Like a multitude of others, as anxious 
and misei*able as herself, she had ever since been wan- 
dering about in search of a boat, and in^ploring aid 
^rom every one she met. 

For three days, it appeared as if there really were no 
boats in all the district. Some had certainly been 
swamped and broken by the rush of the flood : and 
there was great difficulty in bringing round from the 
coast such as could there be had from the fishermen. 
Some farmers on the hill had lent their oxen, to bring 
boats over the hills ; and others, men to row them ; 
and this was in time to save many lives. What 
number had been lost, it was impossible yet to say; 
but the cJevemess and tlie liopeMneaa ^vth which a 
multitude had struggled for \iie, ^xnYm^ ^^^ ^^^ <2S: 
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hai'dship and peril were wonderful and admirable. 
Mrs. Linacre had trusted in the power which God gives 
his children in such extremity, and had been persuaded 
thi'oughout (except during short moments of despaii") 
that she should see her husband and children again. In 
this persuasion she had been sustained by the pastor, from 
the moment of his finding her, after his own escape. 

Of his own escape the pastor would say nothing at 
present The children's minds were too full now for 
such tales of wonder and of horror as they must hear 
hereafter. Neither would he permit a word on the 
origin of the flood. He said they must think as little 
as they could of the wicked deeds of men, in this hour 
of God's mercy. One prayer, in every heart, that God 
would forgive all evil-minded men, — one such prayer 
let there be ; and then, no more disturbing thoughts 
of enemies in the hour of preservation. 

Oliver could not trust himself to ask, in the presence 
of strangers, what the rumour was, which the pastor 
had mentioned, about his fe,ther. The pastor was very 
apt to understand what was stirring in people's hearts ; 
and he knew Oliver's at this moment. He explained 
to him that a sailor had declared, on landing at Hull, 
that the ship in which he was had spoken with a Dutch 
vessel, off the Humber, in the night, by the light ot 
lanterns only, when a voice was heard, as if from the 
deck of the Dutchman, crying out, " Will some one 
have the charity to tell the wife of Linacre of the 
Levels that he is saved 1" The sailors had some fears 
about this voice— thought the message odd — ^fancied 
the voice was like what they should suppose a ghost's 
to be; and at length, persuaded one another that it 
came, not from any sbip, Wt iroia. ^^ ^ ^-^^^s^^^-^ 
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and that the message meant that LinacrQ was dead, and 
that his soul was saved. When the^' came ashore^ 
however, and found what had befallen the Levels, they 
began to doubt whether it was not, after all, the voice 
of a flesh and blood man that had called out to them. 
When the pastor now heard how the miller was floated 
ofl* in his mill, he had little doubt of the good man 
having been picked up in the Humber, by a vessel sail- 
ing for Holland, which could not stop to set him 
ashore, but which now contained him, safe and well. 
Within two months, he would be heard of or seen, it 
might fairly be hoped. 

Mrs. Linacre was kindly taken care of in a fstrm- 
house, near the spring — that form-house where she had 
often taken her copper money to be changed for silver : 
but she had been little within doors, day or night. She 
had paced all day by the brink of the flood; and as 
long as the moon was up, had sat at night on a rising 
ground, looking over the waters towards the Red-hill. 
She had discovered that the mill was gone, when other 
eyes could distinguish nothing so far off. No one had 
a glass to lend her — so, at least, it was said ; but some 
whispered that a glass might have been procured, but 
that it was thought she could see only what would dis- 
tress her, and nothing that could do her any good. 

She was on the brink of the water when the boat 
came near. She would have thrown herself in to meet 
her children, if a neighbour had not been there to hold 
her back. 

Oliver's first words to her were, that he believed 
his &ther was safe on his way to Holland, and would 
soon he coming back. The pkstoi?^ tofc "words were, 
Bs he placed Mildred in. lier anna— • 
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" Two children are here restored to you. Will you 
not patiently resign your other little one 1" 

The speechless mother was hurrying away, with 
Mildred on her bosom, and drawing Oliver by the 
hand, which she clasped convulsively, when he said — 

*' Mother, help me to keep a promise I have made. 
Here is Roger Redfum— very iU. I promised we 
would not forsake him. Let him go with us, till he is 
well." 

" Whatever you will, my boy ; but do not leave me, 
Oliver, — ^not for a moment." 

" Gro on," said the pastor. " We are bringing Roger 
after you. We shall be at home as soon as you." 

* Home,' was the friendly farm-house. There, be- 
fore the end of the day, had Oliver learned that his 
morning signal had been seen from the large boat; and 
that the reason why the large boat had rowed away 
was, not only that it was full, but that the waters were 
now too shallow about the Red-hill for any but small 
crafb. Before the end of the day Mrs. Linacre had 
been seen to look like herself once more ; and Ailwin 
had told to the wondering neighbours the tale of 
the few days, which seemed now like years to look 
back upon. She told more than even Oliver had ob- 
served of the miserable state of their place of refuge, 
which would soon have been a place of death. Scarcely 
a breathing thing, she said, was left alive : and, in 
going to the boat, she had seen the soaked bee-hives 
upset, and the chilled bees lying about, as if there was 
no spirit left in them. She shuddered when she 
thought of the Red-hill. Then she stimulated the 
farm-house people to take care of Roger, — a task in 
which Oliver left them little to Ao. 1\kfe^ ^^iL<i-^Er^!ai% 
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enough, however ; for Ailwin told them that thougli 
Koger had been an odd boy in his time, owing to his 
having been brought up by queer people, yet, con- 
sidering that those people were drowned and gone, 
and that Eoger had been noticed by a lord, she did not 
doubt he might turn out well, if it so pleased God. 

How closely did Mildred clasp her mother's neck 
that evening! Knowing nothing else, and feeling 
very strangely, she yet understood that she was in a 
place of shelter and comfort, and felt that her head 
rested on her mother's bosom— on that pillow which 
has something so far better than all warmth and soft- 
ness. By degrees she began to be aware that there 
was cool and fresh water, and sweet-smelling dowel's, 
and that she was tenderly bathed, and laid to rest on 
a bed which was neither wet nor under a tree. There 
was a surprising silence all round her, she felt, as she 
grew strottger, which no one yet attempted to explain 
to her ; but her mother smiled at her so happily, that 
she supposed she was recovering. 

Mrs. Linacre did look happy, even in the midst of 
her tears for her poor baby. Mildred was recovering, 
Oliver ate and slept, and whistled under the window — 
like a light-hearted boy, as he once again amused him- 
self with carving every piece of hard wood he could 
find. It was clear that he had escaped the fever; and 
every day that refreshed his colour, and filled out his 
thin face again, brought nearer the hour of his father's 
return. 
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